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WHO IS SHE? 


BY ELLEN ASHTON. 


“Mary Murray, you say—and, pray, who is 
she?” 

These words were addressed by one young lady 
to another, in reference to an acquaintance to 
whom one of them had just bowed. 

“Who? The daughter of the widow Murray. 
A dear, sweet, amiable girl as ever lived is Mary, 
too—you ought to know her.” 

“I'd rather not,” said the first speaker, with 
a toss of the head. ‘The daughter of the widow 
Murray, who keeps a petty thread and needle 
store! Why, the next thing will be to associate 
with one’s kitchen maids.” 

“But, in this country, Emma, it is merit that 
makes the rank,” replied the other. ‘‘Here, you 
know, we have no aristocracy. Mary Murray 


is more beautiful, more accomplished, and more } , 


amiable, too, than half my school-mates.” 

‘Well, I can tell you one thing, if you keep up 
your acquaintance with her, you’ll be cut by all 
genteel people. Do you think the Livingstons, 
Harrisons, and Lawrences will come to your par- 
ties, if they are to meet shop-girls there?” 

“They can do as they please,” replied Kate 
Villiers, with spirit. ‘‘But one thing is certain, 
I shall not give up Mary for them, as I like her 
for herself and not for her ancestors. Besides, 
for all I know, she may be as well-born as they 
are; I never thought to inquire.” 

Just at this instant a handsome young man, 
riding a beautiful horse, passed, and made a bow 
to the young ladies. The first speaker was all 
blushes at this public notice from one of the 
richest and most fashionable men in the city. 

“Dear me,” she said, “how glad I am he did 
not see you speak to that Miss Murray! He 
would never have noticed either of us again.” 

Kate Villiers curled her pretty lip in scorn, as 
she replied, . 

“Frank Hastings is too sensible to be affected 
by such a thing, I fancy. But, if he is not, he is 
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only the more to be pitied.” And, warming with 
natural indignation, she continued, ‘‘it vexes me 
beyond patience to see people, in this country, 
talking of the gentility of their families, when, 
out of a hundred, there is scarcely one that is 
not descended, and at no great distarice; from 
some honest mechanic or respectable farmer. 
A century ago they 
were poor, while the real old gentry of that day 
are now generally beggared. Who was Astor? 
A poor German lad. Who was Girard? A French 
cabin-boy. What was Abbot Lawrence once? A 
Yankee wood-chopper. So, too, our great states- 
men, Clay, Webster, and Benton, all rose from 
nothing. We ought to ask, not who a person’s 
ancestors were, but what they are themselves.” 

A few days after, as Kate and her acquaintance 
were walking together, they met Miss Murray, 
who, unconscious of offence, stopped to converse 
with Kate. Emma was. evidently uneasy, the 
more so as her keen eye detected Frank Hast- 
ings promenading down the street toward them. 
Politeness kept her stationary, for a moment, 
but, as he drew nearer, the disgrace of being 
seen with the daughter of a ‘thread and needle 
woman,” as Emma called Mrs. Murray, proved 
too strong for her courtesy, and she abruptly 
broke away, and went into a store, pretending 
a wish to purchase some ribbon. 

Frank Hastings, meantime, came sauntering 
idly down the street, and only perceived Kate 
when close upon her. 

‘*Good-morning,” he said, bowing, his eye 
attracted by Miss Murray’s pleasing face. ‘Will 
you take pity on an idler, Miss Villiers, and allow 
me to accompany you in your walk?” 

Kate, who was already engaged, and to a friend 
of Frank’s, answered frankly, for she and Hast- 
ings were almost as intimate as brother and sister, 

“I shall be pleased, if you will. Only you 
must be very agreeable, for my friend and I are 
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used to having sense talked to us, and, if you 
don’t acquit yourself creditably, we shall black- 
ball you, as you say at the club, the next time 
you apply for permission to walk with us.” 

Frank, however, needed ng-incentive to induce 
him to talk his best; for the sweet countenance 
of Mary, in which every emotion of the heart was 
reflected, was inspiration enough. 

They stopped, at last, at Mrs. Murray’s little 
store. Frank looked, with some surprise, at the 
humble appearance of the dwelling; but this did 
not prevent his bow to Mary being deeply re- 
spectful as he walked off with her friend. 

‘‘And that charming girl,” he said, ‘assists 
to support her mother, by standing behind the 
counter. What a noble creature! Do you know, 
Kate, I was half in love with her before, and now 
I am entirely so? A wife, such as she would 
make, is worth having, because worth a dozen of 
the foolish votaries of fashion—gilded, conceited 
butterflies like your friend, Emma. You must 
take me to Miss Murray’s, some evening, and in- 
troduce me regularly.” 

Kate had known Frank too well to suppose he 
would despise Mary, because her mother had 
been reduced to comparative poverty; but. she 
had not dreamed, for an instant, of his falling in 
love with her. But now, as she hastily thought 
over the good qualities of each, she clapped her 
hands and cried, ; 

“That will I, for you are just suited for each 
other. We will go to-morrow night.” 

And they did go on the morrow night. And 
again, and again Frank went, and, after the first 
two interviews, always without Kate. He was 
noble-hearted, intellectual, graceful, and refined; 
and Mary could not long resist the devoted suit 
he paid to her. Indeed, after some maidenly 
struggles with her heart, she yielded herself to 
loving him with all the depth of her pure, yet 
ardent nature. 

Frank was too sensible to regard the mere 
accessories of fortune. Perhaps, indeed, he loved 
Mary the better for her poverty.. He could never 
have entertained an affection for her, if she had 
not been amiable and intelligent; nor, perhaps, 





even if her parents had been unworthy; but all 
things else he considered comparatively indif- 
ferent. Himself accustomed, from his earliest 
years, to fashionable society, he knew its exact 
value; and he was accustomed to say'that ‘“‘ worth, 
not wealth was what he sought in a wife.” 

Mary, on her part, loved Frank for his frank- 
ness, intelligence and generous qualities, and not 
for his fortune. ‘I would rather remain single,” 
she said, ‘than marry for wealth.” 

About three months after the day on which 
our story opens, Kate Villiers called on her old 
school-mate, Emma. 

‘“‘Who do you think is going to be married?” 
she said. ‘‘You give it up? Well, Frank Hast- 
ings and Mary Murray.” 

‘«What!”. exclaimed Emma, pale with mortifi- 
cation, for she had herself assiduously sought 
Frank's notice, ‘‘not Frank Hastings and that 
‘thread and needle-woman’s’ daughter?” 

‘Yes! and a happy couple they will make. 
Mary will now have the wealth she is so well 
fitted to adorn.” 

*“T shan’t visit her,” said Emma, pettishly. 
«“‘She’s.a nobody. If Mr. Hastings chooses to 
disgrace ‘himself, let him; but he’ll find out the 
‘old families’ won’t recognize his acquaintance.” 

‘*Pshaw!”’ said Kate, contemptuously. ‘You 
know better. Mr. Hastings is, himself, a member 
of .one of the few,‘old families’ we have; and, 
being such, is above all the ridiculous notions of 
the. mere ‘parvenu,’. It happens, too, that Mary 
has ‘good blood,’.as you would call it. She is 
the grand-daughter of a signer of the Declara- 
tion, an American patent of nobility, I take it, if 
we have any at all.” 

“Then it is on that account he marries her,” 
was the splenetic reply. ; 

‘*No, he never knew it till he asked her to 
have him. Her virtues and accomplishments 
won his heart, and they alone.” 

In. due time Frank and Mary were married, 
Kate being led to the altar on the same day. 
Emma has learnt a lesson, and, since then, in- 
quires less superciliously, about a new acquaint- 
ance. . 
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“T auways knew the sex was vain, 
Here’s proof,” says Mr. Surly, 

“Tt’s in the blood, when girls of six, 
Are at the glass so early.” 
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“But stay, Sir Critic, for a word 
Will set the case to rights, sir; 

We women must look at ourselves, 
You men are all such frights, sir.” 
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CHAPTER VI. 

Trwas decided that Julia and her grandmother 
should accompany Mrs. Gray at once to her old 
homestead on Long Island. They were about to 
leave the room, whén Julia remembered, with a 
pang, that she must surrender the little boy to 
his mother again. Her cheek blanched at the 
thought. The child had kept by her side since 
she first entered the room, and now grasped a 
fold of her dress in his hand almost fiercely. His 
cheeks were flushed, and his dimpled chin was 
beginning to quiver, as if he were ready’ to burst 
into tears at some wrong that he anticipated. 

Tears swelled into Julia’s eyes as she bent 
them upon the child. ‘‘What shall Ido? He 
seems to know that we are about to leave him,” 
she murmured. 

“Come with me, f will take you to mamma!” 
said the matron, laying her hand on his head. 
“There, Georgie, be a little gentleman, dear!” 

The tears that had been swelling in the little 
fellow’s bosom broke forth now. He begam to 
sob violently, and shaking off the matron’s hand, 
clung to her new friend. 

“Take me up—take me up, I will- go too,” he 
sobbed, lifting his little hands and his tearful face 
to the young girl. 

Julia took him in her. arms, and putting the 
eurls back from his forehead; pressed a kiss 
upon it. 

“‘What can I do?” she said, turning her soft 
eyes unconsciously upon Robert Otis. 

Robert smiled and shook his head; but old 
Mrs, Gray, whose heart was forever creaming 
over with the milk of human kindness, came 
forward at once. 

“What can you do? Why take him along; 
the homestead is large enough for us all. It 
will seem like old times to have a little shaver 
like that — around, now that Robert is 
away.” 

“But he lin a mother in the prison,” said the 
matron, ‘‘a strange, fierce woman, who somehow 
or other has persuaded the authorities to leave 
him with her for the few days she will be here.” 





‘‘His mother a prisoner, poor thing. Leét me 
go to her, I dare say she will be glad enough to 
get a nice home for the boy,” answered the good 
woman, hopefully. 

‘¢I’m afraid not,” was the matron’s reply, ‘‘she 
seems to have a sort’ of fierce love for the child, 
and is very jealous that he may become attached 
to some one beside herself. It was from this 
feeling she forced him from the poor woman 
who took him ’to nurse when only a few weeks 
old. He was very fond of her, and always fan- 
cies that any new face must be hers. I wonder 
she submits to his fancy for this young girl!” 

“But its wrong, its abominable to keep the 
little fellow here. I'll tell her so, I’ll expostu- 
late,” persisted Mrs. Gray; “just let me talk 
with this woman—just let me into her cell, 
madam.” 

The. matron’shook her head, and gave the 
bright key in her hand a little, quiet twirl, which 
said plainly as words, that it-was of no use: but 
she led the way down'stairs, and conducted Mrs. 
Gray to the prisoner’s cell. 

The woman was still lying with her forehead 
against the wall, quite motionless, but she turned 
her face as the matron spoke, and Mrs. Gray saw 
that it was drenched with tears. 

The huckster woman sat down upon the bed, 
and took one of the prisoner’s handsinhers. It 
was a large, but beautifully formed hand, full of 
natural vigor, but now it lay nerveless and inert 
in that kind clasp, and, for a moment, Mrs. Gray 
smoothed down the languid fingers with her other 
plump palm. 

The woman, at first, shrank from this wine 
kindness, and, half lifting herself up, fixed her 


‘great black eyes upon her visitor in sudden and 


almost fierce astonishment, but she shrank back 
from the rosy kindness of that face with a deep 
breath, and lay motionless again. 

Mrs. Gray spoke then in her own frank, cheer- 
ful way, ind asked permission to take the little 
boy home with her. She described her com- 
fortable old house, the garden, the poultry, the 


¢birds that built their nests in the twin maples, 
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the quantity of winter apples laid up in the 
cellar. ‘All the elements of happiness to a bright 
and healthy child she thus laid temptingly before 
the mother. Again the woman started up. 

««Are you @ moral reformer?” she said, with a 
sharp sneer. 

“No!” answered. Mrs. Gray, with a puzzled 
look. ‘At any rate not as I know of, but in 
these times you have so many new fangled names 
for simple things, that I may be one without 
having the least idea of it!” 

‘A philanthropist then—are you that?” 

‘‘Haven’t the least notion what the thing is,” 
cried Mrs. Gray, with perfect simplicity. 

«Are you one of those women who hang around 
prisons to pick up other peoples’ children, while 
their own are running wild at home—who give a 
garret-bed and second-hand crusts to these poor 
ereatures, and then scream out through society 
and newspaper reports for the world to come and 
see what angels you are? Who pick up a poor 
wretch from the cells here, and impose her off 
upon some kind fool from the country, whom she 
robs, of course: and before she has been tried 
three weeks, blaze out her reformation to the 
whole world, forgetting to tell the robbery when 
it comes? Do you want my boy for a pattern? 
Do you intend to have it shouted in some paper 
or anniversary, how great a thing your society 
has done in snatching this poor little imp from 
his mother’s bosom as a brand from the burning 
fire? In short, do you want to hold him up as a 
lure for the innocent country people who pour 
money into your laps, honestly believing that it 
all goes for the cause, and never once asking 
how yourselves are supported/all the while? Are 
you one of these, I say?” 

‘*Goodness gracious knows I ain’t anything of 
the kind,” answered Mrs. Gray. ‘Never sat up 
for an angel in my life, and never expect too on 
this side the grave.” 

‘Then you are not a lady president?” 

‘‘In our free and glorious country,” answeréd 
Mrs. Gray, now more at home, for she had list- 
ened to a good many Fourth.of July orations in 
her time. ‘‘In this country it’s against the law 
for old women, to be Presidents. At any rate, I 
never heard of one in a cap and white apron!” 

A gleam of rich humor shot over the prisoner’s 
face. ‘‘Then you are not a member of any s0- 
ciety ?” she said, won into more kindly temper by 
the frank cordiality of her visitor. 

Mrs. Gray’s face become very serious, and her 
brown eyes shone with gentle lustre. 

“It is my privilege to be a humble member of 
the Baptist church; but unless you have a con- 
science against immersion, I don’t know as that 
ought to stand in the poor boy’s way, especially 
as he may have been baptized already.” 
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“Then you are not a charitable woman by 
profession? You are willing to take my boy for 
his own good? What will you do with him if I 
say yes?” ; 

“‘Why, pretty much as I did with Nephew 
Robert; let him run in the garden, hunt eggs, 
drive the geése home when he knows the way 
himself: and do all sorts of choreg-that will keep 
him out of mischief and in health; as he grows 
old enough I will send him to school, and teach 
him the Lord’s prayer myself. ‘In short, I shall 
do pretty much like other people: scold him 
when he is bad: kiss him when he is good. In 
the end make just such a handsome, honest, 
noble chap as my Robert. is—that nephew of 
mine. ‘Everybody admits that he is: the salt of 
the earth, and I brought him up myself every 
inch of him!” 

‘*And among the rest you will teach him to 
forget and despise his mother,” said the woman, 
bending her wet eyes upon Mrs. Gray with a 
look of ‘passionate scrutiny. 

“I never wilfully went against the Bible in 
my life. When the child learns to read he will 
find it written there, ‘honor thy father and thy 
mother, that thy days may be long in the land 
which the Lord thy God giveth thee.’ ” 

«Can I see him when I please?” 

‘‘Certainly—why not?” 

‘But I am a prisoner; I have been here more 
than once.” , 

‘¢You are his mother?” was the soft answer. 

‘‘You will be ashamed to have me coming to 
your house.” 

“Why so? I have-been a quiet neighbor: an 
upright woman, so far as my light went, all my 
life. Why should I fear to have any one come 
to my own house?” 

«But he will be ashamed of me! With a com- 
fortable home, with friends, schooling, he, my 
own child, will learn to scorn and hate his 
mother!” 

‘‘No,” answered Mrs. Gray, and her fine old 
face glowed with the pious prophecy—‘‘no, be- 
cause his mother will herself be a good woman, 
by-and-bye, it is sure. You are not dead at the 
root yet: want care, pruning, sunshine: live to 
be a useful member of society before long—I 
have faith to believe it. God help you—God 


bless you. Now speak out at once, can I take 


the little fellow?” _ 

“Yes,” answered the woman, casting herself 
across the bed, and pressing both hands hard 
against her eyes—‘‘yes, take him—take him!” 

And so Mrs. Gray returned to her old home- 
stead with three new inmates that night. It was 
a bleak, sharp day, and the maple leaves were 
whirling in showers about the old house as they 
drove up; a crisp, hard frost had swept every 
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flower from the beds; and all the soft tints of 
green from’ the door-yard and garden. © Still 
there was nothing gloomy in the scene; the sit- 
ting-room windows were glowing with petted 
chrysanthemums, golden, snow-tinted and rosy, 
all bathed and nodding in a flood of light that 
poured up from the bright hickory-wood fire. 
Robert had ridden on before the rest, bearing 
household directions from ‘Mrs. Gray to the Irish 
servant girl. A nice supper stood ready upon 
the table, and 4 copper tea-kettle was before the 
fire, pouring out a thin. cloud of steam from 
its spout, and starting off mow and then in a 
quick, cheerful bubble, as if quite impatient to 
be called into active service. The fine bird’s-eye 
diaper that flowed from the table—the little old- 
fashioned china cups, and the tall, silver candle- 
sticks, from which the light fell in long, rich 
gleams, composed one of the most cheering pic-~ 
tures in the world. 

Then dear old Mrs. Gray was so happy herself, 
80 full of quiet, soothing kindness: the very tones 
of her voice were hopeful. When she laughed, 
all the rest were sure to smile, very faintly it is 
true: but still these smiles were little gleams 
won from the most agonizing grief. Altogether 
it was one of those evenings when we say to one 
another, ‘‘ well, I cannot realize all this sorrow 
when the soul becomes dreamy, and softly casts 
aside the shafts of pain that goad it so fiercely at 
other times.” 

Little George fell asleep after tea, and Julia 
sat upon the crimson moreen couch under the 
windows, pillowing his head'on her lap. The 
chrysanthemums rose in a flowery screen behind 
her, their soft shadows penciling themselves on 
her cheek, and dying in the deeper blackness of 
her hair. Robert Otis spoke but little that night, 
and his dear, simple old aunt felt quite satisfied 
that the gaze which he turned so steadily toward 
the windows was dwelling in admiration on her 
flowers. 

Be this as it may, his glance brought roses to 
that pale cheek, and kindled up the soft eyes 
that lay like violets shrouded beneath their thick 
lashes, with a brilliancy that had never burned 
there before. Julia’s heart was far too sorrowful 
for thoughts of love, but there was something 
thrilling her bosom deeper than grief, and more 
exquisite than any joy she had yet tasted. 

But Robert Otis was more self-possessed. His 
thoughts took a more tangible form, and though 
he could not have accounted to himself for the 
feeling of vague regret that mingled with his 
admiration as he gazed upon the young girl, it 
was strong enough to fill his heart with sadness. 
Mrs. Gray noticed the gloom upon his brow as 
she sat in her armed-chair, basking in the glow 
of that noble wood fire. A dish of: the finest 





orimson apples had just been placed on the little 
round-stand before her, and she began testing 
their mellowness with her fingers, as a hint for 
her nephew to circulate them among her guests. 
Robert saw nothing of this, for he was pondering 
over the miserable position of that young girl, in 
his mind, and had no idea that his abstraction 
was noticed. 

**Come—come,” said Mrs. Gray, ‘‘you have 
been moping there long enough, nephew, forget- 
ting manners and everything else. Here are the 
apples waiting,.and no one to hand them round, 
for when I once get settled in this easy-chair”— 
here the good woman gave a smiling survey of 
her ample person, which certainly overflowed the 
chair at every point, leaving all but a ridge of 
the back and the curving arms quite invisible— 
“it isn’t a very easy thing to get up again. Now 
spring up, and while we old women rest ourselves, 
you and Julia there can try your luck with the 
apple-seeds. I remember the first time I ever 
surmised that Mr. Gray had taken a notion to 
me, was' once when we were at an apple-cutting 
together down in Maine. Somehow Mr. Gray 
got into my neighborhood when we ranged round 
the great basket of apples. I felt my cheeks burn 
the minute he drew his seat so close to mine, and 
took out his jack-knife to begin work. He pared 
and I quartered. I never looked up but once— 
then his cheek was redder than mine, and he held 
the jack-knife terribly unsteady. By-and-bye 
he got a noble, great apple, yellow as gold, and 
smooth asa baby’s cheek. I was looking at his 
hands sideways from under my lashes, and saw 
that he-was paring it carefully as if every round 
of the stem was a strip of gold. At last he cut 
it off at the seed end, and the soft rings fell down 
over his wrist as I took the apple from his fin- 
gers. 

“**Now,’ says he, in a whisper, bending his 
head a little, and raising the apple-peel carefully 
with his right hand, ‘I’m just as sure this will 
be the first letter of a name that I love'as I am 
that we are alive.’ He began softly whirling the 
apple-peel round his head; the company was all 
busy with one another, and I was the only one 
who saw the yellow links quivering around his 
head, once, twice, three times. Then he held it 
still a moment, and sat looking right into my 
eyes. Iheld my breath, ard sodidhe. 

“* «Now,’ says he, and his breath came out with 
a soft quiver. ‘What if it should be your name?’ 

«<I did not answer, and we both looked back at 
the same time. Sure enough it was a letter, no 
pen éver made one more beautifully. ‘Just as I 
expected,’ says he, and his eyes grew bright as 
diamonds—‘just as I expected.’ That was all 


he said,” 


“And what answer did you make, aunt?’ 
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asked Robert Otis, who had been listening, with 
@ flushed face. ..‘* What did you say?” 

_ “I didn’t speak a-word, but quartered.on just 
as fast. as I could.” 

y What was there in Mes: Gray’s simple narra- 
tive that should have brought confusion and warm 
blushes.into those two young faces? Why after 
one hastily withdrawn glance did neither Robert 
Otis. nor Julia Warren look at each other again 
that night? > 





CHAPTER VII. 


TueE-passions take their distinctive expression 
from the nature in which they find birth. The 
grief that rends one heart like an earthquake, 
sinks with dead, silent weight into another, utter- 
ing no sound, giving no outward sign, and yet 
powerful perhaps as that which exhausts itself 
in tumult. Some flee from grief, half defying, 
half evading it, pausing breathless in the, race 
now and then to find the arrow still buried in 
the side, rankling deeper and deeper with each 
fierce effort to cast it off. 

Thus it was with the woman to whom our story 
tends, Adeline the insulted, beautiful and suffer- 
ing wife of Edward Leicester. There had been 
mutual wrong between the two: both had sinned 
greatly: both had tasted deep of the usual con- 
sequences of sin. During his life her love for 
him had been the one wild passion of existence— 
now that he was dead her grief partook of the 
same stormy nature. It was wild, fierce, bril- 
liant: it thirsted for change: it was bitter with 
regrets that stung her into the very madness of 
sorrow. ° ; 

As an, unbroken horse plunges beneath the 
rider’s heel, the object of grief like this seeks for 
amelioration in excitement. It is a sorrow that 
thirsts for. action:' that arouses some kindred 
passion, and feeds itself with that, 

Adeline Leicester was not known ,to be con- 
nected, even remotely, with the man for whose 
murder old Mr. Warren was now waiting his trial. 
She was a leader in the fashionable world; her 
very anguish must be concealed: her,groans must 
be.uttered in private: her tears quenched firmly 
till they turned to fire in her heart. All her life 
that man had been a pain and a torment to her: 
the last breath she had seen him draw was a 
taunt: his last look an insult, and yet these very 
memories embittered her grief. He had turned 
the silver thread of her life into iron, but:it broke 
with-his existence, leaving her appalled and ob- 
jectless, She never had, never could love another, 
and what is a woman on earth without love as a 
memory, a passion, or a hope? 

Her grief became a wild passion: she strove 
to assuage it in reckless gaiety, and plunged into 
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all the-excitements of artificial life-with a fervor 
that. made every; hour. of her existence a tumult, 
The opera season was at its full height :. morning 
dances by gas-light took place in some few houses 
where novelty was an object. Society had-onee 
more, concentrated itself. in New York, and-still 
Adeline was the brightest of its stars. Nota 
week after Leicester’s death her noble mansion 
was closed for a morning reyel: every pointed 
window was sealed with shutters and mufiied 
with the richest-draperies. Light m every,form 
of beauty—the pure gas-flame—the soft glow of 
wax-candles—the moonlight. gleam of alabaster 
lamps flooded the sumptuous rooms,. excluding 
every ray of the one glorious lamp-which God has 
kindled in the .sky.. Dancers flitted to’ and fro 
in those lofty rooms; garlands of the most choice 
green-house flowers seattered fragrance from the 
walls, and veiled many a classic statue with their 
impassable mist. 

Never in her whole life had Adeline appeared 
more wildly brilliant... Reckless, sparkling, seat- 
tering smiles and wit wherever she passed; now 
whirling through the waltz: now exchanging 
bright repartees with her guests amid the pauses 
of the music: fluttering from group to group 
like a bird of Paradise, dashing perfume from 
its native flower thickets. Now sitting alone in 
a dark corner of the conservatory, her hands 
falling languidly down, her face bowed upon her 
bosom, the fire quenched in her eyes, and the 
very life ebbing, as it were, from her parted and 
pale lips. Thus with the strongest contrasts, 
fierce alike in her gaiety and her grief, she spent 
that. miserable morning. The transition from 
one state to another would have been startling 
to a close.observer, but. the changes in her mood 
were like lightning: the pale cheek became in- 
stantly so red: the dull eye so bright that her 
guests saw nothing but the most fascinating 
coquetry in. all this, and each new shade or 
gleam that crossed her beautiful face brought 
down fresh showers of adulation upon her. The 
usual quiet elegance of her manner was for the 
time forgotten. More than once her wild, clear 
laugh rang from one room to another, chiming in 
or rising above the music, and this only charmed 
her guests the more, it was a new feature in their 
idol. . It was not for her wealth or her beauty 
alone that. Adeline Leicester became an object.of 
worship that day. Like a wounded bird that 
makes the leaves tremble all around with its 
anguish, she startled society into more intense 
admiration by the splendor of her agony. 

At mid-day her guests began to depart, pour- 
ing forth from those sumptuous rooms into the 
glare of day, where delicate dresses, flushed 
cheeks and languid eyes were exposed in all the 
disarray which is sometimes picturesque when 
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enveloped in night shadows, but becomes meri: 
tricious in,the broad sunshine, .-.. » 

A few. of her. most distinguished guests. re- 
mained to dinner that day, for Adeline dreaded 
to. be alone, and so kept up the excitement that 
was burning her life out, If her spirits flagged, 
if the smile fied-from her lips even for an instant, 
those. lips were bathed with the rich wines that 


sparkled on her board, kindling them into smiles ; 


and bloom again. The resources of her intellect 
seemed inexhaustible: the flashes of her delicate 
wit grew keener and brighter as the hours wore 
on. Her table was surrounded by men and 
women who flash like meteors now and then 
through the fashionable circles of New York, 
intellectual aristocrats that enliven the insipid 
monotony of those changing circles as stars give 
fire and beauty to the blue of a summer sky. 
But keen-sighted as these people were they failed 
to read the heart that was delighting them with 
its agony. All but one, and he was not seated at 
the table, he spoke no word, and won no attention 
from that haughty circle, save by the subdued and 
even solemn awkwardness of look and manner, 
which was too remarkable for entire oblivion. 

Behind Adeline’s seat there stood a tall man, 
with huge, ungainly limbs; and a stoop in the 
shoulders. He was evidently a servant, but wore 
no livery like the others, and those who gave a 
thought to the subject saw that he waited upon 
no one but his mistress, and that once or twice 
he stooped down and whispered a word in her ear, 
which she received with a quick and imperious 
wave of the head, which was either rejection or 
reproof of something he had urged. 

Nothing could be more touching than the sad- 
ness of this man’s face as the spirits of his mis- 
tress. rose with the contest of intellect that was 
going on around her. He saw the bitter source 
from which all this brightness flowed, and every 
smile upon those red lips deepened the gloom so 
visible in his face. 

‘*Now,” said Adeline, rising from the table, 
and leading the way to her boudoir, for it had 
been an impromptu dinner, and the drawing- 
room was yet in confusion after the dance— 
‘now let us refresh ourselves with music. An 
hour’s separation, a fresh toilet, and we will all 
meet at the opera—then to-morrow—what shall 
we do to-morrow?” 

She entered the boudoir while speaking, and 
as if smitten by some keen memory, lifted one 
hand to her forehead, reflecting languidly, ‘‘to- 
morrow—yes, what shall we do to-morrow?” 

**You are weary, pale: what is the matter?” 
inquired one of the lady guests, in that hurried 
tone of sympathy which is usually more sweet 
than sincere. ‘“We have oppressed you with all 
this gaiety!” 


err 


‘Not in the least—nothing of .the kind!” ex- 
claimed the, hostess, with a clear laugh. .‘+it 
was the perfume from those vases. It put me 
in mind—it made me faint!” 

She rang the bell/while speaking, and the ser- 
vant, who had stood all dinner time behind her 
chair, entered, 

‘*Take these flowers away, Jacob,”, she said, 
pointing to the vases, ‘‘there is heliotrope among 
them, and you know the scent of heliotrope affects 
me—kills me. Never allow flowers to be put in 
these rooms again. Not a leaf, not a bud—do 
you understand ?” 

“Yes, madam,” answered the servant, with 
calm humility, “‘I understand! It was not I 
that placed them there now!” 

Adeline seated herself on the couch, resting her 
forehead upon one hand, as if the faintness still 
continued. Her lips and all around her mouth 
grew pallid, Though the flowers were gone, 
their effect still seemed to oppress her more and 
more. At length she started up with a hysteri- 
cal laugh and went into the bed-chamber. When 
she come forth her cheeks were damask again, 
and her lips red as corol, but a dusky circle under 
the eyes, and a faint, spasmodic twitching about 
the mouth revealed how artificial the bloom was: 
from that moment all her gaiety returned, and in 
her graceful glee her guests forgot the agitation 
that had for a moment surprised them. 

Later in the evening, Adeline drove to the 
Opera House, where she again met the gay 
friends who had thronged her dwelling at mid- 
day. Still did she surpass them all in the superb 
but hagty toilet which she had assumed, and in 
the splendor of her beauty. Many an eye was 
turned admiringly upon her sofa that night, little 
dreaming that the opera cloak of rose colored 
cashmere, with its blossom-tinted lining and bor- 
der of snowy swan’s-down covered a bosom throb- 
bing with suppressed anguish. Little could that 
admiring crowd deem that the brilliants inter- 
linked with burning opal stones that glowed with 
ever restless light upon her arms, her bosom, and 
down the boddice of her brocade dress, were to 
the wretched woman as so many pebbles that the 
rudest foot might tread upon. Her cheeks were 
in a glow; her eyes sparkled, and. the graceful 
unrest which left her no two minutes in the same 
position, seemed but a pretty feminine -wile to 
exhibit the splendor of her dress. - How could the 
crowd then suppose that the heart over which 
those jewels burned was aching witha burden of 
crushed tears. « 

She sat amid the brilliant throng unmindful of 
its admiration. The music rushed to.her ear in 
sweet gushes of passion, But she sat smilingly 
there unconscious of its power or its pathos. It 
sighed through the building soft and low as the 
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spring air in a bed of violets, but even then it 
failed to awake her attention. Unconsciously the 
notes stole over her heart, and feeling a rush 
of emotions sweeping over her she started up, 
waved an adieu to her friends, and left the Opera 
House. Half a dozen of the most distinguished 
gentlemen of her party sprang up to lead her 
out. She took the néarest arm and left the 
house, simply uttering a hurried good-night as 





she stepped into the carriage. There was no 
eye to look upon her then. Those who had fol- 
lowed her with admiring glances as she left the 
opera, little thought how keen was her agony as 
she rolled homeward in that sumptuous carriage, 
her cheek pressed hard against the velvet lining: 
her fingers interlocked and wringing each other 
in the wild anguish to which she abandoned her- 
self. (T0 BE CONTINUED.) 





THE DYING WIFE. 





BY CLARA MORETON. 





“For death itself I did not fear—’tis love that makes the pain.”—E. B. B. 


Open the casement wide, and give me air, 
And let me look once more upon the sky— 

Once more upon my earthly home, so fair! 
Once more, before I die! 


How gently doth the south wind fan my brow— 
Kissing the tresses damp with Death’s cold dew; 
How sweet the clust’ring flowers on yon green bough! 

The far-off Heaven—how blue! 


More beautiful to me the earth doth seem 
Now that I feel the parting hour is near; 

More terrible the sleep without one dream, 
The grave more dark and drear. 


Clasp close the hand that hath not strength to press! 
Kiss—kiss the lips that soon will be so cold! 

Say when I’m gone, you will not love me less 
Than in the days of old! 7 


Beloved! it is a better thing to die! 

To feel the pulse grow weak, while love is strong— 
To know that dim and dimmer grows the eye, 

That watched thy smile so long! 





Ah! earth hath been to me too much like Heaven— 
Thy love hath made me prize my life too well! 
But earthly treasures are but lent, not given 
As thy fond tears do tell. 


Then let me die! I would not live to see 
Thy smile wax less—faint and more faint thy tone; 
Life would be worse than death, dear love, to me, 
If thou, my life, wert gone. 


Then let me die! the resurrection morn 
Shall wake me from my long and dreamless rest, 
And by thy side in Heaven (both newly born) 
Shall I be ever blest. 


For there is neither death, nor sorrow there, 
And God is love; and love to us is given 

To make our earthly life more passing fair, 
And more of bliss our Heaven. 


Farewell! farewell! I know my end is near, 
Bend down beside me till I feel thy breath; 

God bless thee, love, when I’m no longer here, 
Oh! this indeed is death! 





WHEN LOVERS PART. 





BY W. WALLACE LAMBDIN. 





Wuen lovers part, their fond eyes speak 
The meaning of the soul, 

The lips may not in accents low 
Portray the thoughts that roll 

Within their hearts—the deep-drawn sigh 
May not their love betray, 

Yet read they in the glistening eye, 
All that the tongue could say. 


When lovers part, ’tis not alone 
By words they pledge their faith 
The quivering lip—the faltering tone— 





Seem promises of truth; 


For other ears might hear the vows, 
However secret made, 

And other eyes might see the scene 
Enacted in the shade. 


When lovers part, the burning kiss 
Is felt upon the cheek— 

A seal of love—a source of bliss— 
A pledge of constancy. 

Good-bye, my love, is softly said, 
The hand is gently pressed: 

They part in hope to meet ere long, 
They part with true love blessed. 
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MARTHA WASHINGTON. 





BY CATHARINE ALLAN. 
caer 


Tux wife of Washington must ever be a subject 
of interest to the women of America. Her own 
virtues, apart from the exalted position of her 
husband, have made her worthy of remembrance 
and esteem. She was, in every respect, a model 
for her sex. 

The maidem name of Lady Washington was 
Martha Danbridge, and she was born of an 
honorable family, in the county of New Kent, 
Va.,in May, 1732. She grew up beautiful and 
amiable; and, at sixteen, was already the belle 
of her district. Accomplished, at least for that 
day: peculiarly fascinating in manners; and pos- 
sessed of a graceful and pleasing countenance, 
she was sought in marriage by numerous ad- 
mirers; and she finally bestowed her hand, at 
the age of seventeen, on Colonel Daniel Parke 
Custis, of her native county. Two children were 
the fruits of this marriage, neither of whom sur- 
vived the mother. 

While yet in the full bloom of beauty, Mrs. 
Custis was left a widow. With an ample fortune, 
and unusual charms of person, she was soon 
again besieged by suitors. But none made any 
impression on her heart until she had attained 
her twenty-sixth year, when she accidentally 
made the acquaintance of Washington, then a 
colonel in the service of: Virginia. Her grand- 
son, George W. Parke Custis, in a biography of 
her life, has given a romantic account of this first 
interview between Mrs. Custis and her future 
husband. 

“It was in 1758,” says her biographer, ‘that 
an’ officer, attired in a military undress, and at- 
tended by a body servant, tall and militaire as 
his Chief, crossed the ferry called William’s, over 
the Pamunkey, a branch of the York River. On 


the boat touching the southern, or New Kent: 


side, the soldier’s progress was arrested by one 
of. those personages who give the beau ideal 
of the Virginia gentleman of the old regime— 
the very soul of kindness and hospitality. He 
would hear of no excuse on the officer’s part for 
declining the invitation to stop at his house. . In 
vain the colonel pleaded important business at 
Williamsburg; Mr. Chamberlayne insisted that 
his friend must dine with him at the very least. 
He promised, as a temptation, to introduce him 
to a young and charming widow, who chanced 
then to be an inmate of his dwelling. At last 
the soldier surrendered at discretion, resolving, 





however, to pursue his journey the same evening. 
They proceeded to the mansion, Mr. Chamber- 
layne presented Col. Washington to his various 
guests, among whom was the beautiful Mrs. Cus- 
tis, Tradition says that the two were favorably 
impressed with each other at the first interview.” 
It may be supposed that the conversation turned 
upon scenes in which the whole community had 
a deep interest—scenes which the young hero, 
fresh from his early fields, could eloquently de- 
scribe; and we may fancy with what earnest 
and rapt interest the fair listener ‘‘to hear did 
seriously incline ;” or how ‘‘the heavenly rheto- 
ric of her eyes” beamed unconscious admiration 
upon the manly speaker. The morning passed; 
the sun sank low in the horizon. The hospita- 
ble host smiled as he saw the colonel’s faithful 
attendant, Bishop, true to his orders, holding 
his master’s spirited steed at the gate. The 
veteran waited, and marveled at the delay. ‘Ah, 
Bishop,” says a fair writer, describing the occur- 
rence, ‘‘there was an urchin in the drawing-room 
more powerful than King George and all his 
governors! Subtle as a sphynx, he had hidden 
the important despatches from the soldier’s sight, 
shut up his ears from the summons of the tell- 
tale clagk, and was playing such mad pranks 
with the bravest heart in Christendom, that it 
fluttered with the excess of a new-found happi- 
ness!” 

Mr. Chamberlayne insisted that no guest ever 
left his house after sunset; and his visitor was 
persuaded, without much difficulty, to remain. 
The next day was far advanced when the 
enamored soldier was on the road to Williams- 
burg. His business there being despatched, he 
hastened to the presence of the captivating 
widow. j 

The marriage, that followed the acquaintance 
thus romantically begun, took place in 1759, and 
was attended by all the beauty and wealth of 
the neighborhood. After the ceremony, Colonel 
and Mrs. Washington repaired to Mount Vernon, 
where they took up their abode. By this union, 
an addition of about one hundred thousand 
dollars was made to the fortune of Washington, 
an accession which rendered him one of the 
most opulent gentlemen of the Old Dominion. 
Engrossed with each other, the young couple 
continued to reside on their estate, until the 
war of Independence breaking out, Washington 
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was summoned to the field to lead his country’s 
armies. Mrs. Washington, however, even now 
would not consent to part entirely from her hus- 
band. She accompanied him to Cambridge, and 
remained until the evacuation cf Boston, when, 
the army moving on New York for an active 
campaign, she returned for awhile to Virginia. 

After this, it was her custom to spend her 
summers at Mount Vernon, rejoining the general 
as soon as the army went into winter-quarters. 
At the close of each campaign accordingly, an 
aid-de-camp was despatched to escort her to her 
husband. Her arrival at camp was always a 
season of rejoicing. The plain chariot, with 
the neat postillions in their scarlet and white 
liveries, was welcomed as the harbinger of rest 
and cheerfulness. Her example was followed by 
the wives of the higher officers. Thus, every 
winter, something like society was established at 
head-quarters, when the smiles and affection of 
woman relieved, for a season at least, the gloom 
of disaster and despair. 

Lady Washington was accustomed to say that 
it had ever been her fortune to hear the first 
cannon at the opening, and the last at the closing 
of all the campaigns of the war of Independence. 
During the terrible winter of 1777-8, she was 
at Valley Forge. The privations to which she 
had to submit may be judged from a letter she 
wrote to Mrs. Warren, in which she says:—‘‘ The 
General’s apartment is very small; he has had a 
log-cabin built to dine in, which has made our 
quarters much more tolerable than they were at 
first.” Think of a woman of Lady Washington’s 
fortune and position, dining, now-a-days, for a 
whole winter, in a log-cabin! During this awful 
season, this august female sought out the most 
distressed of the soldiers, and alleviated their 
sufferings, as far as possible, out of her private 
purse. Such was a lady of the olden time! 
Instead of lounging idly at home in luxury, she 
shared fully her husband’s trials: instead of ex- 
hausting her wealth on selfish indulgences, she 
divided it with the hungry and the sick. 

The Marquis de Chastellux, who visited the 
United States after the alliance with France, 
thus describes the camp life of General and Lady 
Washington. ‘The head-quarters at Newburgh 
consist of a single house, built in the Dutch 
fashion, and neither large nor commodious. The 
largest room in it, which General Washington 
has converted into his dining-room, is tolerably 
spacious, but. it has seven doors and only one 
window. The chimney is against the wall; so 
that there is, in fact, but one vent for the smoke, 
and the fire is in the room itself. I found the 
company assembled in a small room which served 
as a parlor. At nine, supper was served, and 
when bed-time came, I found that the chamber 





to which the general conducted me was the very 
parlor spoken of, wherein he had made them 
place a camp-bed. We assembled at breakfast 
the next morning at ten, during which interval 
my bed was folded up; and my chamber became 
the sitting-room for the whole afternoon; for 
American manners do not admit of a bed in the 
room in which company is received, especially 
where there are women. The smallness of the 
house, and the inconvenience to which I saw 
that General and Mrs. Washington had put them- 
selves to receive me, made me apprehensive lest 
M. Rochambeau might arrive on the same day. 
The day I remained at head-quarters was passed 
either at table or in conversation.” 

When at Mount Vernon, both before and after 
the war, Lady Washington, like a wise housewife, 
busied herself in superintending personally her 
domestic affairs. As that was a day when cotton- 
factories were as yet unknown, every household 
had to do most of its own spinning; and Lady 
Washington kept sixteen spinning-wheels con- 
stantly going. She was accustomad frequently 
to wear fabrics thus made. One of her favorite 


dresses of this home manufacture was of cotton, — 


striped with silk, weighing not quite a pound 
and a half. Her coachman, footman and waiting 
maid were all dressed in domestic cloth. She 
was economical, without being niggardly, and 
this from principle. She knew that, in conse- 
quence of her station, she was looked up to be 
imitated; and she wished to show an example of 
moderation. Even when Washington was Presi- 
dent, she continued this praiseworthy conduct, 
As late as 1796, Mrs. Wilson inquiring for pocket- 
handkerchiefs at a fashionable store in Philadel- 
phia, was shown some pieces of lawn, of which 
Lady Washington had just.purchased; and the 
information was added that she paid six shillings 
for handkerchiefs for her own use, but went as 
high as seven shillings for the President’s. 


Her ease and elegance of manner, joined to ' 


her affability, rendered her, when the wife of the 
Chief Magistrate, beloved by all. Mrs. Ellet says 
of this period of her life. ‘The establishment 
of the President and Mrs. Washington was formed 
at the seat of government. The levees had more 
of courtly ceremonial than has been known since: 
but it was necessary to maintain the dignity of 
office by forms that should inspire respect. Spe- 
cial regard was paid to the wives of men who had 
deserved much of their country. Mrs. Robert 
Morris was accustomed to sit at the right of the 
lady of the President, at the drawing-rooms; and 
the widows of Greene and Montgomery were 
always handed to and from their carriages by 


‘the President himself; the secretaries and gen- 


tlemen of his household performing those services 
for the other ladies. In this elevated station, 








-oeoeocn er = a 


— as &S 





very 
hem 
fast 
rval 
ame 

for 
the 
ally 
the 
Saw 
em- 


ay. 


‘ter 
ife, 
her 
on- 
old 
dy 
on- 


ite 


mn, 


8 


EL —— a a, a 











THE STAR OF MY 


HOME.—EUROPE. 19 





we 


Mrs. Washington, unspoiled by distinction, still 


_ leaned on the kindness of her friends, and culti- 


yated cheerfulness asa duty. She was beloved 
as few are in a superior condition. Mrs. Warren 
says, in reply to one of her letters, ‘your obser- 
yation may be true, that many younger and gayer 
ladies consider your situation as enviable; yet I 
know not one who by general consent would be 
more likely to obtain the suffrages of the sex, 
even were they to canvass at elections for the 
elevated station, than the lady who now holds 
the first rank in the United States.’” ~ 

She did not long survive her august husband. 
Less than two years after his death, she was 
attacked by a fatal illness, and feeling her end 
approaching, she called her grandchildren around 
her, discoursed to them of religion, and, amid the 





tears of her family, quietly resigned her life into 
the hands of her Creator. Her death took place 
on the twenty-second of May, 1802; and she was 
buried beside her husband. 

Lady Washington is a model for the imitation 
of the sex. Her abilities were superior, her heart 
kind, and her conduct under the control of Chris- 
tian principle. The gentle dignity of her manner 
inspired respect without creating enmity. In her 
youth, and even in mature womanhood, she was 
distinguished for personal loveliness. Our en- 
graying, representing her at the period when she 
first met Washington, exhibits the rounded con- 
tour of her face and form, but cannot give the 
inimitable charm of expression, that, emanating 
from an amiable disposition, rendered her univer- 
sally beloved. 





THE STAR OF MY HOME. 





BY 8. D. ANDERSON. 





I HAVE journeyed along on the world’s beaten track, 
Where the storms and the tempests of sorrow come 
down, 
Where the sky overhead looks gloomy and black, 
And the sunshine of hope is still marr’d with a 
frown; 
But far in the distance uprose to my view, 
That light from which memory never can roam, 
And the darkness all fled from those beamings so true, 
That burn from that beacon “ The Star of my Home.” 


No cloud can obscure the deep radiance that gleams 
On my path from that one I have cherished so long, 
Whose name is so woven with life’s early dreams— 
So linked with the memory of love’s virgin song, 
That all else of the past seems an echo of her, 
To which like a Pilgrim my lone heart will come, 
And worship in silence the feelings that stir 
When gazing upon thee, thou “Star of my Home.” 


Ambition may lure me with Syren-like strain, 
And the halo of fame may seem airy and bright; 
While the shoutings of triumph may come like the 
reign 
Of fancy that comes in the visions of night; 
But weary, my fond heart will turn from all this, 
From this sea of contention, its fretting and foam, 
To the bower of affection, the Eden of bliss, 
Above which is shining “The Star of my Home.” 


There calm as a lake when the zephyr is still, 
Will tle hours glide away with their fairy-like flow, 
For love will impart its deep transport and thrill, 
And light up our home with affection’s warm glow; 
Here, here shall my heart come, as back to its nest 
The dove flies, and ne’er shall it wander or roam, 
But folding its wings it will sink to its rest, 
*Neath the rays that will beam from “The Star of 





my Home.” 
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EUROPE. 





BY EMILY HERRMANN... 





TE vintage, on the ancient hills, 
In purple glory lieth, 

Through rocky gorge and grassy glen 
A nation’s voice outcrieth. 


’T is not tho laugh of merry maids, 
’Tis not the hunter’s shout, 

Who seeks the chamois on the steep 
While yet the stars are out. 


’Tis not the glee of harvest time, 
Tis not-the vintage gladness, 





Nor yet the deep-drawn struggling sigh 
That speaks despairing sadness. 


A cry for human freedom thrills 
Old Europe’s crumbling heart, 
As, with the far-off lessening sails, 

She sees her sons depart. 


It ig a ery of outraged love— 
Of wrong—’tis heard in Heaven. 
The mother’s heart has spurned it long, 
For this her house is riven! 
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CONSTANCE; 
OR, THE BROTHER AND SISTER. 





BY A NEW CONTRIBUTOR. 





“THRow open the casement, sister, my brow 
feels hot, and my blood seems boiling in my 
veins. Ah, how glorious is. night,” exclaimed 
the student, as the evening air, loaded with dew, 
played upon his pale forehead, and shook each 
silken hair that hung drooping around his intel- 
lectual brow. 

The dark old mansion shone fair in the moon- 
beams. Its mouldering walls and ivied terraces 
spoke of ages long gone by—those ages purified 
by distance that seem so fair to the one that 
gasps beneath present realities. Part of the 
building was almost in a ruinous condition, in 
keeping with the gnarled old oaks, through the 
branches of which the moon’s rays sported as 
brightly as when the now failing trees first began 
their struggle with time. Ah! how mournfully 
did the tread of the solitary servant echo through 
those ancient halls. The room in which the bro- 
ther and sister sat, had also its tale of greatness 
long since passed away to tell. Its carved panels, 
its rusty armor, and the heavy sword that had 
flashed beneath the burning sun of Palestine— 
stood mementos of things that were. 

But why linger over the work of human hands, 
monuments of its pigmy glories, when the in- 
comprehensible creation of the Almighty power 
stands before us? In that room, where external 
nature is clothed in deep repose, there are spirits, 
ay! and strong ones, wrestling with the dark in- 
fluences of life. Gaze upon the face of Ernest 
Mansfield, as his glowing eye rests on the book 
before him—watch his flushed cheek—admire 
the classic outline of his features, they speak 
the mild and gentle spirit within. Yet occa- 
sionally a shadow of sadness mingles with his 
smile; and what a fearful shade often darkens 
his brightest look. He knows it not. Does not’ 
this show that often the future moulds the pre- 
sent and foreshadows its destinies? Ah, why 
did not fate let him dwell in the world of the 
affections: that were his home; but ambition is 
urging him onward in dizzy paths, and his warm 
soul is nerved to the task: nor does he dream of 
disappointment. Fool! why does he struggle 
with fate? His mind has not the strength to 
mould its own destiny. 

The master spirit of that chamber is not he; 
but Constance, his sister. See her as she gazes 
on the world without, her head leaning upon her 

‘hand, while the moonbeams rest timidly on her 





brow. Hers was a beauty that once seen could 
not be forgotten: each feature spoke mind and 
strength. What a world of thought was in her 
dark grey eye: and how fair was her brow. But 
her mouth, beautifully formed, most strongly told 
of self-reliance, and the deep energies of the soul. 
She was formed in nature’s prodigality, so ex- 
quisite, yet hardly lovely: there was something in 
her glance—perhaps it was the pride of reason, 
before which affection withered. 

The student cast aside his book, and his bright 
eye fell upon his sister as she sat in the cold 
beams of the moon. 

“Constance,” he cried, ‘‘why do you gaze s0 
steadily on the heavens? do you gather omens 
from the bright ornaments on high? Sing for 
me, sister dear. The shadow of gloom is resting 
on my spirit, and music dissolves such clouds.” 

She turned her eyes upon him. Could that 
face speak of affection? It did, of a deeply, 
enduring sister’s love. 

‘“‘The mind,” she said, ‘‘should be its own 
support; but I will sing!” 

Her lay was a strange one for a woman: it was 
& song in praise of reason, a lay that spoke of 
ambition as the worthiest occupation of an im- 
mortal being. When it was finished, there was 
a silence: at last the brother spoke. 

‘¢ Ah, Constance,” he said, ‘are you a woman, 
and does there dwell in your heart no warm rays 
of affection, which love can gather together, and 
with them form a torch to light the dark ways of 
life?” 

“Ernest,” she replied, ‘‘perhaps I should have 
been a man; for the feelings of the woman are 
secondary to the deep consciousness of mind. I 
never, even as a child, dwelt in dreams; for the 
stern realities of life taught me otherwise. I 
belong to a fallen house, and my ambition is to 
raise it, yet not through myself, but you. I would 
see you great; and the name of Mansfield once 
more honored. To that I am willing to sacrifice 
everything. What then has the heart to do with 
me, or I with it?” 

“‘Yet there are other things to live for, Con- 
stance, than even ambition,” faltered Ernest, not 
daring to meet hereye. ‘‘I too long to be great; 
but greatness is not everything——” 

«« Ay! I know your secret,” replied Constance, 
tenderly. ‘‘Helen loves you—nay! blush not— 
for the world affords not another being so pure: 
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she lives only in the light of the affections, 
Cherish her love. Win her. Be happy with 
her. But oh! Ernest,” she continued, with pas- 
sionate tenderness, ‘‘forget me not, for you are 
the only spot where my spirit rests with one 
feeling of affection.” 

“Nay!” said Ernest, after a pause, and his 
yoice sank to a whisper. ‘(Do you not love 
Rudolph of Arnheim? If Helen becomes mine, 
will not you smile on her brother’s suit?” 

A strange smile passed over the face of Con- 
stance as she stood there in the moonlight. 
Could Ernest have read that smile he would 
have seen that nothing of love was felt by his 
sister for Baron Arnheim: but that she only 
endured his suit, in the hope that, by an alliance 
with the wealthy noble, she might advance her 
brother’s fortunes. For the fame of Ernest, as 
well as his happiness were dearer to her than 
life: and she hoped to secure both by an alliance 
with Rudolph of Arnheim. Yet she hesitated to 
take the final step: something within her whis- 
pered to her to hold. Was it the future looking 
back, and giving her its monition? 

“‘Perhapsso. Nay! if you wish it, yes!” 

Such were her words: and again that strange 
smile passed over her countenance. 

“Ah! sister,” he replied, ‘‘ not unless you love 
him. I know your nature. You would wed him, 


such a woman as Constance, had moulded even 
her husband into something more like cultiva- 
tion and refinement than he had originally beea. 
Bright eyes and happy hearts were there, for 
Ernest and Helen felt themselves more nearly 
united; and Helen was proud, very proud of her 
brother’s wife. 

Yet Ernest was not. satisfied. His glance met 
the deep gaze of Constance. She wore that 
strange look as of one whose mind is traversing 
the present to rest on an ideal future. Oh, how 
fervently did the youth hope that his sister truly 
loved the man whom she had linked her destinies 
with. Yet her air was that of sufferance alone, 
rather than of love. That night his familiar 
spirits, hope and love, visited not his pillow; for 
his mind was agitated. He feared for Constance, 
and the dark shadows of life, for the first time, 
rested on his soul. 

And Constance was the lady of Arnheim. It 
was her first step from the forward path of right 
—and when we step over the threshold of sin, the 
way back is darkened and the light shines on- 
ward. Had Constance mated with one of sym- 
pathies and mind equal to her own, gloriously 





might she have lived, and thrice happy would 
the being have been to whom she linked her 
‘ spirit! The affection’, that now were made sub- 
servient to the intellect, might then have been 








if you wished wealth or rank, even without affec- ; made to assert their proper sway: and oh! what 
tion; and feel secure that your high intellect | he glorious woman she would then have been. 
should keep you from wrong, even if afterward | But it was not so, and from the one error the 
you met one you could love. But, Constance, { shadow of evil fell around her, and the dark 
my sister, beware; many have thus fallen.” ‘temptations of sin sprang into existence. Why 

‘I fear not,” she replied, with a look of proud ‘ need we tell of her sufferings?—is she not 
self-reliance. ‘The light of a strong intellect } most unhappy? a soul unappreciated, its most 
would burn pure even amid the mephitic air of | cherished feelings scoffed at; and when she 
vice. Strong in myself, I am equal to any des- ' ceased to hope for’a thought in common with 
tiny.” him, to be cursed by his presence. 

‘‘Alas! our mother taught us not so,” said} But yet she bore it as a woman bears her 
Ernest. ‘Do you remember her dying words, ; wrongs—without one word of complaint. That 
‘blessed are they who trust in their Redeemer!’ : proud spirit would shrink from pity as from hate. 
Oh! Constance, we are not strong enough in our- ! Hers were what are termed trivial annoyances, 
selves, but must seek strength from on high.” {which gall the chafed soul far more than great 

“Stay, brother,” sdid Constance, ‘‘let us ‘evils can. Yet with all her sorrows her eye still 
change the subject—we shall not agree.” She : was bright, and her forehead fair: and she would 
had made her choice, and was not to be moved : still be gay, at least in seeming. 
by the appeal. Alas! the pride of intellect. There was yet one joy left her, and that was 

A year had rolled away, and a gay bridal ‘ to sit with her brother, whilst her husband was 
party stood’ before the altar. The ceremony ‘ ‘ absent, and picture to him the glories of fame 
was finished, and Constance Mansfield became ‘as she did in times gone by: and the hopes of 
the bride of Rudolph, Baren of Arnheim. In } ; Ernest beat high, for he felt that he might pierce 
truth they were a pair on which the eye might 5 the cloud that rested on the human heart, and 
rest with pleasure. His tall, commanding figure, ‘ yield to woman the words of hope and love, fresh 
graced by the decorations of many an order, ; from the fountain within him. Poor enthusiast! 
might have well become a hero of the middle They were happy days for Helen—as she sat 
ages. The delicate hand of Constgnce rested on | ‘ by the side of Ernest, and listened to the re- 
his arm, and her large eye fell carelessly on the ‘ : cital of his hopes; and her trusting spirit.never 
multitude about them. A year in the society of } darkened them by one fear. On the next year 
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they were to renew before man the vows they 
had pledged in. secret. Once his wife, would 
they not both be happy as the gracious airs of 
life admit of. 

Alas! poor Constance, her proud spirit is ever 
wounded by her sadly chosen lord. On one oc- 
casion, thinking his earthly nature more kindly 
than its wont, she spoke of what she wished 
to do for her dear brother, to aid him in his 
struggle with humanity—but he scoffed at the 
only being she had ever loved, and vowed no 
wealth of his should feed a vagabond scribbler. 

It needed but this to sever the last remem- 
brance of the vows she had given at the altar. 
For her brother’s sake she had married this 
man: and now the sacrifice was naught. Oh! 
the suffering of that proud woman. » A tear had 
almost glistened in her eye; but the weakness 
was momentary: and she stood the calm, self- 
confident and reasoning being. 

The weak mind that. sinks under the lightest 
gloom of sorrow knows not the intensity of suf- 
fering which the mighty spirit feels when it 
wrestles with the dark shadows of life. Wouldst 
thou mark the workings of an oppressed spirit? 
Go with me to the chamber where sits the un- 
happy Constance. She is pale as marble; her 
bright eyes droop as if guarding the arena within, 
where conflicting emotions are striving for mas- 
tery. See her bosom heave; and howlifeless her 
white hand rests on the couch before her. Yet 
the deep concentration of her mind is written on 
the fixed lips, and on the mouth rigid as in death. 

A dark spirit is reasoning with her. 

‘‘Shall you ever be the slave of this brutish 
man?” it said. ‘Shall your lofty intellect be 
held subservient to his mere animal will? Shall 
your brother suffer, in his struggle, for fame, 
because your callous husband will not assist him? 
Is this justice? Dare you not free yourself? 
The tyrant sleeps, a single blow will extricate 
you, will make you sole mistress of vast wealth, 
will open the career of glory to Ernest! Can 
the death of a wretch like Arnheim be a crime? 
When this great good is to flow from it?” 

Such wild sophistries rushed through her brain. 
Oh! had she had less pride of intellect, Constance 
might have been saved. 

She arose from her couch, her hair hanging in 
loose tresses over her white shoulders, and pas- 
sing to the window of her apartment, gazed long 
and steadfastly on the world without, then taking 
something from a casket, she slowly left the room, 
softly waving her hand as though bidding adieu 
to its old haunts ere her spirit plumed itself for 
a higher flight. . 

Her step is firm, and her eye quails not before 





the fixed purpose of her soul. She reaches the 
door of the room in which the Baron of Arnheim } 


A 


reclines. Gazing cautiously around she glideg 
through the opened door into the apartment. -I¢ 
was mid-day, and the sun in the maturity of his 
greatness flooded the room with light. There ig 
a solemn stillness at noon-day that oppresses thé 
spirit: the unseen shadows gather around the 
heart almost as darkly then as in their truant 
hour of midnight. 

The husband of Constance slept, from the 
fatigues of the chase: his muscular form rested 
heavily on the couch, his head pillowed in his 
broad hand, and his deep breathing told that 
tired vitality was gathering its energies for an- 
other life. She stood by the sleeping form, and 
threw back the wild tresses that fell over her 
face; and from her bosom drew a slender poig- 
nard, long and thin almost as a bodkin. It was 
a fearful sight. The-energies of a mighty mind 
shone in her piercing look, and attitude of de- 
fiance: her arm, bare save the jeweled wrist, 
brandished the glittering steel. Yet she hesi- 
tated, a smile for a moment played on the lips 
of the sleeping man; he was dreaming perchance 
of the recent chase. That chance smile had 
almost changed the purpose of Constance. But 
memory called back her thoughts to the spot 
they had fled, and again there was death in her 
eye. 

The steel was raised, and she proudly looked 
around her—never could the rapt enthusiast’s 
frame glow with more transcendant beauty. But 
it was as the bright colors of the serpent, that 
but render the deadly venom of the reptile more 
terrible. 

She bends over the form of her husband, and 
the poignard nears his face. Swiftly she forces 
it into the expanded nostril, through the delicate 
bones, until its point rests in his brain. A spasm 
passed through his frame, and the Baron of Arn- 
heim died without a murmur. 

As she withdrew the steel, a wild scream broke 
the oppressive stillness, and the fainting form of 
Helen sank at the feet of Constance. She had 
accidentally sought the apartment, and reached 
the door in time to behold her beloved brother 
murdered; but too late to save him. A doubt, 
half formed, seemed resting for a moment in the 
mind of Constance; but it vanished immediately: 
she carefully returned the poignard to her bosom 
—and gazed upon the face of her victim—a single 
drop of blood rolled from the nostril, the only 
witness that the direct hand of God had not smit- 
ten him. This she wiped away with a firm hand. 
Then she raised the form of Helen in her arms 
and bore her from the chamber of death. 

The next morning, when Helen awoke, the tall 
form of Constance, robed in deep black, stood 
before her. 

«‘Ah, Constance, dear,”’ exclaimed Helen, ‘I 
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have had such a,dreadful dream, I thought——” 
but the dark robe of Constance suddenly re-called 
the truth to her. 

The same wild shrieks as when she beheld the 
deed broke from her lips; and she passed again 
into insensibility. Constance sat down beside the 
couch, and waited her return to reason. Then 
ensued a terrible struggle in Helen’s heart. The 
brightest spirits of earth, love and the pure affec- 
tion of a sister, struggled together in that gentle 
soul. She gazed on Constance, and beholding 
the. murderess of her brother, revenge arose in 
her heart. . Again she looked, and as she recog- 
nized the sister of that Ernest whom she loved, 
she covered her eyes with her hands, waiting to 
hear Constance explain her guilt away if possible. 

The calm eye of Constance read the workings 
of her spirit, and she exclaimed— 

‘Helen, you know all. You have seen how, 
goaded by contact with a mind that breathed not 
even the same air as my own, urged by feelings 
which may you, Helen, never know, you have 
seen me rid myself from the evil, and pluck from 
my heart the thorn that alas! I placed there 
myself. To you, a sister, Helen, I must not tell 
what I have suffered; but cast from your mind 
every blossom which makes earth fair, and still 
you cannot feel one half the deadly agony of my 
soul. Nay! speak not, Helen. I am in your 
power: divulge what you have seen; and the 
world would talk of murder, ay! and you would 
uuve the sweet satisfaction of seeing the sister 
of your betrothed husband perish on the scaffold, 
hooted by the multitude. Yet, Helen, reflect—it 
has been done, and there is nothing you can gain 
but revenge—my life, is it that you wish? take 
it, and the steel will be welcome to my heart— 
but put me not in the power of man. Oh! Ernest, 
my brother,” and her voice trembled slightly, 
“may the Great Spirit. receive your soul ere such 
a fate befalls your sister.” 

The frame of Helen was convulsed by the 
strong agony of her mind. 

“Constance,” she sobbed, ‘‘it is fearful: my 
brain is on fire. I cannot gather into shape fy 
thoughts. But oh! Constance, if I forget my 
brother—if I forget the faith I have pledged 
to Ernest—still must I rememher that you are 
guilty—that the one I have loved with a sister’s 
affection is tarnished by sin.” 

“‘ Helen,” responded Constance, and the sophis- 
tical philosophy which had led her to the deed, 
now spoke, ‘‘you think I have sinned—but is my 
mind less pure, is my soul less bright since yes- 
terday? Know you not, woman of a gentle soul, 
that the pure atom of the eternal spirit granted 
to each at his birth, mingles in the stream of 
passions, dwells with each dark feeling of earth, 
and is still the same clear and bright ray as 





: her eye-had quailed under it. 





when it first fell on the human mind: and when 
it leaves this world. to seek.an abode where the 
shades of earth cannot follow it, it is winnowed 
from its.dark companions, and returns to the 
Great Spirit as pure and bright as when it first 
sought the heart of man. Such is the human 
soul, Dost dream the deeds of earth ever tar- 
nish an immortal essence, or that the shadows of 
life can hide the pure gold of heaven? Mind,” 
continued the sophist, ‘dwells with matter, but 
is not of it; why do not the loathsome diseases 
of the body pollute the mind? The spiritual 
use the passions and feelings of earth, as the 
chief his mercenary bands that are dismissed 
when the object is won; so the spirit, when its 
furlough upon earth is over, bids farewell to the 
affections, to the loves and the dreams of life, 
which it has presided over, and passes alone over 
the threshold of eternity.” 

“Constance,” said Helen, solemnly, and with 
a calmness and strength of mind of which Con- 
stance had thought her incapable. ‘I cannot 
answer your arguments—but my heart tells me 
they are false. The wise and beneficent Being 
who has placed us here, has given to each of us 
a knowledge of good and of evil, and as we seek 
the one and fly the other, so will our reward be 
in the land of promise. Good cannot come from 
the cold reasoning which usurps the throne of 
the affections: and I repeat, Constance, you have 
gathered your food from the tree of evil—you 
have broken the laws of God, and you seek to 
extinguish, by the cold sophistry of reason, the 
burning sense of your own shame. “Think not 
that I wish to revenge my brother’s death. One 
soft tear of affection dropped on his grave would 
soothe the spirit of the dead more than a torrent 
of avenging blood. No, Constance, live—yours 
will be a life of agony; and oh! may you, by 
prayer and a contrite spirit, receive that grace 
from on high which alone can blot out your sins. 
Nor think yet that I forbear vengeance—for the 
love I have pledged to Ernest—those vows are 
now ¢ancelled; but the memory of my love shall 
be the taper to light out the few years only that 
I feel I shall pass on earth. My brother’s blood 
forbids that I should ever again twine my spirit 
with Ernest’s, or think of love. Happiness never 
can dwell again in my bosom. There is a guest 
there now that will permit of no comrade. But 
I shall not reproach you. Farewell, and fear not. 
The secret shall die with me.” 

With desperate energy she left the room, and 
reaching another apartment, sank almost lifeless, 

Constance stood in deep thought. The woman 
of the strong mind was abashed before an inferior 
spirit. But the weapon which Helen had flashed 
in the face of Constance was that of truth, and 
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The sun is gaily adorning the clouds with his 
beams, the trees are dressed in their brightest 
green, and the birds are singing softly; perhaps 
the story of their woes. Nature bears but little 
sympathy with the outward signs of woe—many 
are gathered around that bier, but Helen is not 
there, for the agitation of her mind, the stern 
conflict of her spirit: had induced bodily illness, 
and this trial is spared her. How beautiful 
does Constance look, resting on the manly arm of 
her brother. Happy Ernest, he dreams not of 
what is passing in her mind; he but pities his 
widowed sister. Haste thee, Ernest, gather rays 
from the bright beams of joy, for soon that light 
shall set behind the clouds of misfortune, and the 
ideal world in which thou livest shall fade away, 
and thy warm spirit will fall on the damp cold 
earth. 

The funeral service was over and the body of 
Rudolph of Arnheim reposed with the dust of his 
ancestors, no record remaining to tell the mode 
of his death, for the feelings of his wife permitted 
not the physicians to mutilate his form, in search- 
ing for the rent by which his spirit escaped. 

From the window of her chamber Helen could 
see the funeral procession returning, and as it 
slowly wound amid the serpentine paths, the chill 
of death seemed to fall on her heart. She felt 
that she was the confident of her brother’s mur- 
derer; that her hand was linked with that of his 
assassin; that every joy of life was passed; and 
as she gazed into the future—not a single hope 
lighted its dark recesses. Helen may never be 
happy again. A deep and fearful secret rests in 
a mind intended only for the gentlest affections 
of life, and it cannot bear up against its burden. 

Constance still remained in the mansion of her 
deceased lord, but the unquiet soul hath not 
deepened a line on her face. The demon of re- 
morse is hid deep in her heart. But her eye 
has an absent look, for her mind dwelleth not on 
the world around her. She meets Helen in her 
daily walk. Yet no word falls from the lips of 
either, of the dark secret which oppresses their 
spirits. To stifle the shades she had herself in- 
voked, Constance clings more strongly than ever 
to the cold hopes she has rested on, the incor- 
ruptibility of mind. How the pride of reason 
still burns, whilst the demons of remorse feed 
on the energies of her powerful mind? But it 
is a pure love she bears for her brother: ’tis the 
unselfish feeling of one seeking for another a 
bliss it may not taste of itself. Still does she 
point out to him the road to fame, and still does 
she speak of the glories of pre-eminence, and of 
an immortal name; and often in the very loneli- 
ness of her spirit does that proud woman exhort 
the gentle student to never, never forget: her. 
The very strength of her mind has separated her 
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from all around her, and she has deepened the 
shadows that isolate her from man in the dark 
waters of sin. She is lonely, very lonely. 

A few days have passed away, and the beams 
of the setting sun are bathing the wan brow of 
Ernest Mansfield, as he reclines against an old 
giant of the wood. 

“Oh, why,” he murmurs,: ‘did the curious 
fates tear from my eyes the bright cloud through 
which the world looked so fair? What are fame 
and glory to me now? for there is no loved one 
at whose feet to lay my honors. How coldly she 
gazes upon me, and her every movement seems 
to avoid my presence—lI never dreamed of this. 
I lived, happy that my own spirit had twined 
itself closely with another, and in this sweet 
flower my hopes were plucked, it has withered 
‘beneath the blast. But her indifference cannot 
change my feelings. Still may the shadow of 
my love brighten her path through life, as the 
withdrawal of hers has darkened forever my jour- 
ney to the grave. But why does that eye, which 
beamed on me my own love again, wreathed with 
the bright rays of her warm spirit?—-why does 
it now bear a mingled look of pity, and, if I read 
aright, indifference? Better, better could I have 
borne her hate! My spirit asks why has she 
changed? To the true soul, when once in its 
depths a pure love hath rested its abiding light, 
there is no change.” 

And in the anguish of his spirit the pale enthu- 
siast pressed his hand on his brow. 

At last his agitated thoughts seemed to have 
found the demon they were roving in search of— 
and he leaped to his feet, exclaiming— 

‘Ha, I know it all now—she allies not herself 
to the poor dreamer—she believes no longer in my 
oft postponed hopes, and bids me lay my honors 
at her feet, and then and not until then, claim the 
hand of Helen of Arnheim. Ah! Helen,” cried 
the youth, ‘I little thought this of you—but it 
shall he done. I must strive, I must struggle 
with man, and instead of being lighted at every 
step of my career by the beams of an ever-pre- 
sent love, its first rays must now fall on me 
through the shadow of my successes.” 

How little, Ernest, dost thou dream of the 
deadly agony—of the stern conflict of soul, which 
enabled her whom thou falsely accusest, to hide 
her love from thee! But still, Ernest, thou art 
happy in the confidence of thy own genius, thou 
speakest of honors that man will freely accord 
thee! But mark, Ernest, genius must have 
strength to snatch the glory which the curious 
spirit of man yields not willingly! 

Constance still lives on, the cause of all the 
misery around her, which she knows yet cannot 
mitigate. Yet, instead of falling from the flimsy 


fabric of sophistry by which she climbed to the - 
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dark home of sin; instead of sinking into the 
arms of religion, she still clings to her ¢rror. 
Yet there still lingers in her heart feelings that 
had-birth there leng since,.which writhe when 
the suffering brow of Helen rises before them, 
and trembles at the wild fire which sparkles in 
the eye of Ernest, that tells the intensity of his 


pes. 

What a life was hers! ‘Each day contemplating 
the sad face of Helen, and marking her failing 
strength. And Ernest, her brother, on his glow- 
ing soul the waters of disappointment have been 
poured. Amid the wreck of happiness around 
her she stands on the, barren rock of reason, the 
proud and lofty spirit. Often are the pangs of 
remorse deadened by the abject humiliation of 
the soul; but when the strong mind is erect, and 
calm in sorrow as in gladness, and awake to every 
withering blast of misfortune, then only can the 
human heart feel its intensest agony! Thus was 
it with Constance. 

Goaded by the imagined contempt of Helen; 
Ernest. resolved to test his dreams of the night 
by the broad glare of noon. He must leave the 
sequestered mansion of Arnheim and dwell in the 
every-day walks of man. The moment of depar- 
ture had come, and Helen felt that the chills of 
death were gathering around her heart, as with 
a trembling lip she bade him farewell. But when 
he, in the ardor of hope, forgetting all his fancied 
wrongs, clasped her to his bosom and kissed her 
pale brow, her resolution had almost given way. 
The quivering lip and scalding tear told her agi- 
tation, and as though her mind sank from the pre- 
sent into the past, she murmured unconsciously, 
as in by-gone happy days, 

‘‘Dear Ernest, do not leave us.” 

But memory resumed its seat, and she tore 
herself from his grasp. The lip still quivered, 
but the tear dried up on her cheek, and the warm 
glance of affection left her face for the deep ex- 
pression of a hopeless sorrow. Ay, Ernest, cast 
thy thoughts about thee to read the cause of 
Helen’s strange conduct. But thou, wilt never 
know the desolation of her spirit. Her trials, 
her struggles, and her love will sink with her 
to the tomb. And thou wilt frame that look of 
deadly anguish perhaps into one of contempt at 
thy poverty, or a sneer at the day dreams of thy 
existence. 

The parting between Constance and her bro- 
ther awoke the memory of the heart in her mind, 
and as she pressed her cold lips to his, she whis- 
pered to him, that ‘‘let whatever come, to be pre- 
pared for disappointment.” How brightly does 
the pure affection of a sister linger in her mind? 
Her eye followed the vehicle which bore him from 
her until it mingled in the mazes of the distance, 
and then the intensity of loneliness fell upon her 
Vou. XVIII.—2 








spirit, and though her mind -formed not the wish, 
oh! how welcome would have been the deep for- 
getfulness of the grave. 

On Helen the lighter pangs of sorrow seem to 
fall unheeded. Each new misery mingled urino- 
ticed with her over-burdened spirit; for it was 
wrapped in the stupefaction of despair, and ‘if 
but a thought of joy flashed on her soul, it but 
showed the depths of its anguish. It was the 
memory of his love to her, to which her immortal 
spirit clung, or it would long ere this have winged 
its flight to the mansions of the blessed; for it 
dreaded -to step. over the boundary which must 
separate her from him. 

But let us follow Ernest in his flight. He 
mingles with man, but he finds that the quiet 
walks of meditation are no fit school for ‘the 
spirit which would conflict with life; and each 
day the fire of his hopes burns lower and lower. 
But he has an energy of hope which is not sup- 
ported by the strength of his mind. He has 
dreamed of success so long, and his hopes locked 
their tendrils with his very life itself, until his 
existence is so mingled with his bright visions 
that the rude hand of reality avails not to sepa- 
rate them—they flourish or fade together. 

Poor Ernest, he knows but little of man. He 
measures them by his own height, and the sober, 
calculating beings of earth, whose minds reach 
no spot to which their limbs cannot bear them, 
deem him almost mad. Yet why should Ernest 
complain? -He understands them as little, feels 
as little with these joys and sorrows as they do 
of his. , 

The story of Ernest’s struggles is an oft-told 
tale. Why need we repeat how the cold sneer 
chilled his warm soul, or how the shafts of a 
grovelling ridicule darkened the brightness of 
thoughts, the force of which it could know noth- 
ing. "Tis a sad tale—the struggles of a’ pure 
being, and these chords in our hearts which 
vibrate to the mournful plaint of a bright spirit 
as it sinks beneath the dark waters of life. 

A year has rolled away, carrying with it its 
joys and its sorrows—the memory of which, how- 
ever, still lingers in the hearts which they have 
either brightened or thrown their dark shadows 
upon. None but the kindly eye of affection could 
recognize in the haggard look, in the wild glance, 
and the emaciated form—the once fair brow and 
bright eye of Ernest Mansfield. He still lingers 
around the tomb of all his glorious dreams, and 
his life has now no object to hope—to live for. 
He fancies that Helen will now love him not— 
“cay,” he cries, in the bitterness of his spirit, 
‘‘could I ask her to love me? As well bid the wild 
rose of the leafy dell to grow beside the wrecked 
vessel, as it lies on the barren sand.” 

The last gleam of hope had but left his bosom, 
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when he was summoned to the death-bed of Helen. 
She had asked for him. Until now he thought > 
that life could not add to his sorrow, that the cup 
of his despair was full; but his spirit, in all its 
anguish, had turned to the love of Helen as a 
bright spot on earth, where it might still breathe 
an atmosphere of happiness. His last comfort } 
was now about to be-snatched from him, and an 
utter darkness fell upon his spirit. 

It was. a calm, beautiful day, and the sunbeams 
shone brightly on the walls and turrets of Arn- 
heim. A deep stillness rests throughout its halls, 
for the angel of death is there, and it hath seized 
its victim from the gentlest of God’s creatures. 
It was a glorious hour for a spirit to take its 
flight, with the last impress of earthly beauty } 
lingering around its heavenly brightness. 

The sun was yet a few hours journey from the 
horizon, and a rich flood of light filled the cham- 
ber. The dying girl was lying on a couch with 
her head resting on the arm of an attendant, 
whilst her hand was clasped in that of Constance, 
on whom she cast a glance of deep affection, as 
though her immortal spirit, at this moment, was 
freed from its bondage to the memory of her 
brother. 

‘‘Dear Constance,” she whispered, ‘seek 
heaven. Leave vain philosophy and the crea- 
tions of human reason: such false lights bear 
not the test of a dying hour. And oh! sister, 
as I wrestle with death, the dark cloud which 
the shade of my brother hath imposed upon me 
is drawn aside, and I can yield myself to the 
gentle hand of affection, and speak, as of yore, 
of the love I bear to all, to you, Constance, and 
to——” here her voice faltered, and she sunk 
back on her pillow, murmuring, ‘‘why does he 
not come ?—haste, haste, for the powers of death 
are gathering around my heart, and I would see 
him before I die.” 

“He will be here presently, dearest,” said 
Constance, ‘he would not tarry on the way.” 

“Oh,” sobbed Helen, and the agony of her 
spirit seemed to overpower, for a moment, the 
agents of dissolution, ‘‘he will not come, I know 
it. Constance he cannot forgive me, for he feels 
I have trifled with the dearest affections of his 
soul—that I have darkened his pathway through 
life. Oh! God, but for one moment to tell him 
that I still love him; in death asin life. I cannot 
die—my spirit will not leave the earth whilst this 
cloud rests upon it. Look, Constance, is he not 
coming? No! All is still again, and my memory 
will be dark upon earth.” 

Constance wiped the dew of death from her 
brow, and moistened her lips with water. 

“Yes,” she gasped, ‘‘beseech ‘this frail body 
of mine to contain its immortal treasure alittle 
longer. Yet, oh! how sweet the voice of death 
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would be to'my soul if I could but see him ere] 


go hence.” Her lips moved as in prayer, whilst 
a smile withered on her face; under the cold ex: 
pression of death, .as she exclaimed, ‘but we 
shall meet in heaven—meet in an eternal loveli- 


} ness of spirit, led from the shadow of sorrow and 


sin by the gentle hand of death.” 

She lay motionless, and her quick breathing 
was the only sound which broke the awful still- 
ness. Ever and anon would the anxious eye of 
Constance seek to-penetrate the distance. But 
yet no Ernest came. 

They watched the dying girl until the setting 
sun gathered his brightest rays for a last glorious 
gush of light, and as it fell on her pallid face it 
showed more than earthly beauty ; for as the spirit 
is about to pass away, it assumes its superiority 
over the failing body, and marks it with the im- 
press of its own loveliness. 

The sun now sank behind the hills, leaving a 
posthumous glory in the rich golden clouds. ‘The 
film of death was spreading itself over the eyes of 
Helen, whilst the cold limbs and hurried breath- 
ing told that earth was fading before her, and 
death gently pointing out the glories of the world 
beyond. 

‘“‘He comes,” cried Constance, as a horseman 
appeared in the distance, urging the animal he 
bestrode to his utmost speed. 

At the sound Helen opened her eyes, and with 
a faint smile she said; as though addressing the 
bright messenger of the eternal spirit, 

“But a moment—but a moment, and I will go 
with thee. Sit by me, Constance dear,” she con- 
tinued, ‘‘I feel lonely.” 

A step was heard on the stairs, and Ernest 
rushed into the room. His hair hung in matted 
locks about his face; his eyes were wildly rolling 
in their orbits; whilst an unutterable anguish 
had written its story on his brow. He threw 
himself beside the bed of death, and kissed the 
cold lips of the dying Helen. 

‘*Helen,” he screamed, ‘live, live, it is I; do 
you not know Ernest?” 

‘‘Ernest,” fell unconsciously from her lips, 
“Ernest.” 

A look of affection, called by memory alone, 
vied with the cold stare of death: then a mournful 
smile spoke returning intelligence, as she softly 
sighed, ‘too late, too late:” and Constance gently 
closed her eyes—for she was dead. 

‘A deep mystery is death, and a glorious boon 
it is to the one for whom its dark avenue is but 
a road, leading from the shadows and sorrows of 
time. to the bright mansions of eternity. When 
we look upon the lovely form, which the spirit 
hath forever left, and gaze into the filmy eye of 
the dead, we ask, ‘‘where are the bright flowers 
of earth, which wreathed themselves around the 
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goul—where are the loves, the affections, and the 
pure hopes now that their immortal companion 
hath gone from them?” But a little time, oh! 
death, and may we all be gathered: under thy 
shadow, seeking the realm of an everlasting joy. 
Think you that Helen’s soul feels the unquiet of 
her earthly moments? Can the memory of life’s 
shadows tarnish the brightness of an immortal 
spirit? 

How the past gathers to its bosom the lights 
and shades of the present; and when memory 
glances through the avenues of time, it often sees 
naught but the brightness. But it was not so 
with Constance. On her strong mind the past 
was fairly pictured, and to her now there’ was 
no future: and her spirit must dwell amid the 
shadows of this terrible past. 

Years, many years have gone, with their days, 
their hours, and moments to the land of memory, 
and Constance still lives. She is but little changed, 
though her brow is not so fair, and a wrinkle may 
have nestled on her cheek, still her eye is cold, 
and beautiful, and her hand is of snowy whiteness. 

The evening is calm, and the last sunbeam has 
but just fled before the spirits of the night; and 
Constance is alone—along among the dead. She 


tear. But a deep affection guards it from obli- 
vion. There is a vacant place near it—another 
mound is there to rest upon a bosom which now 
beats with no impulse of the present—memory 
and remorse will make the damp, cold earth a 
blessing to her spirit. ‘And oh! would that her 
soul might mingle with her brother’s in heaven 
as upon earth. 

She sat beside the grave until the cold moon- 
beams sank into her heart, and, as she rose to 
depart, it seemed that the measure of her grief 
was full, There was not a kindly heart that beat 
for her upon earth. She.sought her home. It 
was the old hall of Mansfield, for she had long 
since left the walls of Arnheim; and in this old 
mansion had Ernest died in her arms. She seeks 
the room, where, in the days of her youth, she 
sat beside her brother, and filled his mind with 
the glory of life. Again she’sits by the casement, 
and again the moonbeams flood her brow—and 
perhaps she feels that life, which has been to her 
the tomb of. each hope and dream of her child- 
hood, might now have been fairer if virtue and 
religion had guarded the portals of her mind. 
An intensity of loneliness has fallen on her spirit. 
The shadows of the past are dark and cold, and 





walks slowly amid the grave-stones, from which — future warmed by no hope, and she is alone, 


the names of those who rest beneath them are 
fast wearing away. She stops before a grave, on 
which wild flowers cluster, and the long, dank 
grass waves mournfully. A marble slab is there. 
It tells that hopes, and fears, joys and sorrow 
once dwelt in a thing of clay, which now moulders 
within that mound. There is a name upon it. 
By the twilight’s fading gleams read it. 

Ernest MANSFIELD. 

Ay! she has come to the grave of her brother. 
That grave has never been hallowed by a single 


alone. The pride of reason has sunk beneath the 
lonely spirit, and a tear trembles in her eye, the 
only tear those eyes have ever moulded. 

There are those whose spirits are: pure until 
sorrow bids them seek the path of sin. But, like 
the.wild anemone which uncloses but its choicest 
flowers to the blast, so there are souls whose 
beauties expand but beneath the blasts of afflic- 
tion.» A dreary life is thine, Constance; and 
happy are they on whom the grave throws its 
pall, ere their brightest hopes have faded. 
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Ox! would that the spirit that flits round ‘thy pen, 
Would guide it in hands weak as mine, 

I would sing thee a pxan, or chaunt thee a stave 
Almost equal in sweetness to thine. 


~ How oft does my memory carry me back 


To my boyhood’s roseate years, 

When I think o’er the days that together we’ve spent 
My heart is e’en melted in tears. r 

When we sat on the bank where the wild roses grew, 
Or strayed by the swift rolling stream, 

How the thoughts come back o’er the wide waste of 

years, 

Of infancy’s first wakening dream. 

Ah! well I remember your sweet winning look 
As I gamboled about you in play, 


Or built up fine castles in changeable air 
To be real at some distant day. 


I watched you'with grief as down the swift stream 
Of life’s turbulent waters you went, 

And I saw you so sweetly sink into the tomb 
When life’s latest breathings were spent. 


I followed in silence and sorrow the bier 
That bore you away from our sight, 

And I felt that the sun of my life was put out, 
And I was left curtained in night. 


Ne’er yet has the shadow gone off from my soul 
As I verge on life’s uttermost end, 

For I still wander back to the times I have spent 
With my sister, my mother, and friend. 








THE SQUALL. 





BY C. J. PETERSON, AUTHOR OF “CRUIZING IN THE LAST WAR.” 





‘How is it ahead, Mr. Danforth?” said the, huge topsail, torn from its fastenings and whip- 
officer of the deck to me, as I stood on the fore-} ped into shreds, streamed out a moment from 
castle looking-out. the mast, and then went like a snow flake down 

‘Wild as a whirlpool, sir, and black as pitch,” } the wind. The ship staggered, reeled, and fell 
Icried. ‘But the sky lifts a little now, over the} dead into the trough. A stifled shriek, as of a 
weather-bow.” hundred men, rose partially upon the gale, but 

“Lifts,” said Taffrail, who, at that instant, } the stern discipline of a man-of-war forbade it to 
approached. ‘Then God preserve us! There’s} find full vent. I gave up all for lost. 

a squall coming up, or I know nothing of the; ‘‘Hard up, quarter-master, hard up!” thun- 
signs of the sky. Look there!” dered the old commodore, making his appearance 

He had scarcely spoken, when the wind, which} at this emergency. 
was a point or two on the weather-bow, screamed ‘‘Hard up it is,” growled the veteran at the 
out an instant, and then suddenly ceased. A few} binnacle. 
moments of supernatural] stillness ensued, during **Does she come round yet?” 
which the dark curtain of clouds abeam of us was ‘Not yet, sir—she’s as dead as a log.” 
lifted up; and a spectral lightness flung over the} There was no chance for us unless to cut away 
stormy seas, disclosing the agitated vortex before} our masts. It was a, dreadful necessity, as it 
and around us, and casting into bold relief the } would force us to give up our cruize and disable 
huge, dark billows that rose like the bosom of a} us in case of emergeney. But it was our only 
panting monster, heaved against the sky. This; hope. 
second of boding stillness had scarcely passed, ‘¢‘ Away there, boarders, with your axes—stand 
before a low wail rose and died away in the dis-} by to cut away the lanyards of the mizzen rig- 
tance, as if it were the lamentation of some spirit } ging,” thundered the commodore. 
of the storm; then came a melancholy moan, The men darted to their duty, each one holding 
gradually deepening as it neared us, until it was} by a rope as the seas poured in cataracts over 
lost in the wild roar of the hurricane, that rush-* our sides, A minute the old man paused before 
ing ruthlessly along, leveled the waves before its he gave the order to make a wreck of his darling 
resistless fury, marking its track with a line of} frigate, and then came in a thick voice, full of 
driving foam, and which, bursting at last upon the } pent-up emotions, the loud command, 
devoted ship abeam, tore, screamed, and howled «‘Cut away there—sharp—sharper, my lads!” 
through the rigging, burying us to the —— and we heard the dull strokes of the axes, the 
pers, as it bowed our tall masts like willow wands } crash, and the mast with all its beautiful hamper 
to the water. The officer of the deck had but} went a wreck over our quarter. 
time to shout, It was an awful moment that ensued. The 

‘Meet it with the helm—in with every rag—}ship groaned audibly, and seemed powerless; 
away there all,” before the vast fabric was lying she was apparently settling faster into the water 
almost on her beam ends, while torrents of water } than before; and six hundred men, holding their 
poured over her sides and down into her waist. } breath in the agony of suspense, drew a long 
A minute more and she seemed settling forever: } respiration and gave up all for lost. Meanwhile, 
and wild cries rose up and rang along her decks, } the surges rolled over and into her, as if already 
as the startled crew, aroused from their ham-} revelling in their prey, and deluges of white, 
mocks, rushed tumultuously up the gangway— } frothy foam swept whirling along her decks. All 
while the rapid orders of the quarter-deck ming- } felt that life depended on that minute. Many 
ling with the roarings of the tempest, and the} a wild prayer rose up then, from lips that had 
shrill whistle of the boatswain’s pipe produced a} not prayed for years, and many a poor father 
tumult, that seemed the forerunner of inevitable } groaned as he thought of his distant little ones, 
destruction. At last the frigate seemed to heave } and saw no hope of his ever pressing them to his 
a little, she rolled heavily from her prostrated } heart again. One—two—three seconds slowly 
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situation, and was just beginning like a jaded} crept by, a dead feeling of hopelessness came, 
courser to urge slowly ahead, when a crack} crushing the hearts of all, when suddenly I 
louder than thunder was heard above, and the? felt the tempest shifting more aft, and at the 
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same instant, the old commodore at the binnacle, 
shouted clearly through the hurricane, 

“She pays off—God Almighty be praised for 
his mercy!” and trembling irresolutely a second, 
her bows fell rapidly away, she whirled around on 
her heel, and gathering headway as the tempest 
struck her aft, rolled, struggled and plunged for 
a cable’s length, and then drove like a race horse 
before the gale. 

After the momentary tumult had subsided, the 


ee 





clear voice of the commodore was heard again, 


‘«Clear away the wreck,” hesaid. ‘We'll scud 
till morning, Mr. Sands. Get the frigate neat 
again, and then send the watch below to their ham- 
moeks; the poor fellows must be wearied out.” 

The next morning broke bright and joyous. The 
sun danced on the billows; the breeze whistled 
pleasantly overhead; and, in the exhiliration of 
the hour, we almost forgot the horrors of the night. 

Two days afterward we made the land, and 
before long were quietly moored in Norfolk har- 
bor, where we hastened to refit. 





THE CHARM 


ED SPRING. 





BY JEANIE ELDER. 





I cLose my eyes and softly turn 
Me to the glorious spirit clime, 
Where opes unto my spirit gaze 
Thought’s golden gates with music’s chime, 


And what see I within those realms 

Of boundless and mysterious power? 
Do fair flowers nestle o’er my path, 

Or pale, gaunt forms beside me cower? 


A spring—a maid—a withered crone, 
Rise up, in contrast wild and strange, 
Amid a scene where wood, and dell, 
And light, and shade, make pleasant change. 


The spring lies like a silver globe, 
With emerald gems all glancing in, 
And willows lightly bending o’er, 
As if they loved the view within. 


The maid stands like a pale spring flower 
Cast forth beneath a tropic sky; 

The fair hands folded—blue eyes drooped, 
And slight form bent all shrinkingly. 


The crone, with weird and searching glance, 
Stands like the ministrant of fate; 

The grey-mixed elf-locks wildly float— 
The brawny bosom heaves elate. 


The coarse hand grasps the blue-veined palm ; 
The weird eye seeks the soft blue eye 
As if by a magnetic power, 
To drain the springs of feelings dry. 
A croaking, muttering, grating sound— 
A drop from out the mystic well 
Doth tremble on the blue-veined hand, 
Fate’s curtain lifts before the spell. 


Why droops the fair head lower still? 
Why paler still the blanching cheek? 
Why doth the white lips firmly press 
Against the words the heart would speak? 


Ah! that young heart hath heard the last 
Faint murmur of a truant stream; 
Hath seen the sunshine of a life 





Fade off with ignis fatuus gleam! 





SELF-DISCIPLINE. 





BY MARY 


L. LAWSON. 





I wovutp command my thoughts that they may be 
Obedient to the empire of my will, 

That ’mid the threat’ning surges of the mind 
I yet may whisper to the waves “be still,” 

And guidipg them from passion’s stormy height, 


Lead them through paths where danger cannot lie, 


Where life’s pure sea with softly muffled breast 
Reflects the tranquil beauty of the sky. 


I would command my temper, and endure 


With patient strength life’s fretting weight of care, 


With fearless courage and unwavering mein 
The slight or tannt of petty malice bear; 
Nor writhe, nor flinch when wrong or cold neglect 
Assail me, where I least had feared the blow, 
For firmness void of anger may repell, 
Or cold indifference shame the keenest foe. 


I would command my hopes that they may move 
Within the bounds of life’s appointed way, 
Not wearying of past or present. good, 

To brighter joys with vain expectance stray; 
But I would bid them soar in dreams of Heaven, 
Wide o’er the free expanse of bliss to roam, 

But ’mid the world I’d check their rapid flight, 
And close their wings within my earthly home. 


I would command my lip, and voice, and eye, 
That they betray me not, nor lightly prove 
The source of bitterness in after life, 
Nor fetter me to those I do not love; . 
Not to be safe when kindness turned to hate 
Meanly betrays what friendship may impart, 
But wheresoe’er my thoughts or wishes rove, 
To veil my weaknesses within my heart. 








‘ing the other as to the character and position 


THE WIFE’S REVENGE. 





BY ELLA 


RODMAN. 





CHAPTER I. . 

Ir was an autumn evening in 18—, and all the 
beauty and fashion of New York were gathered 
within the walls of the old Park theatre, which 
is now numbered with the things that have been. 
All who were ‘then present were full of excite- 
ment and expectation, and impressed with the 
idea that it was one of the most important eras in 
their lives; and yet the very same scene has been 
enacted both before and since; the same hopes, 
disappointments, and jealousies have accompa- 
nied each separate time. There was the same 
blaze of light from sparkling chandeliers—the 
same eagerly-watched stage, with its brilliant 
foot-lights, pleasant associations, and envious 
curtain, that yet concealed the expected enjoy- 
ment from view—the same white arm leaning in 
an attitude of such careless consciousness on the 
red velvet cushions—the same flash of diamonds, 
waving of plumes, and bowing of turbaned heads 
—the same bright eyes and dazzling teeth that 
had graced a similar scene. There sits a bright 
coquette, surrounded by beaux and danglers, be- 
stowing a smile on one, a sally on another, and a 
nod to a third—then glancing at her own white 
arm, on which other eyes also rested, but they, 
alas! admired the diamond bracelet which clasped 
its rounded beauties, and thought of the gold, in 
solid bank-stock, which formed a glorious setting 
to the beautiful picture; and impudent-looking 
men level their opera-glasses at all whom they 
consider worthy of observation—the looked-at 
party sitting quite patient and resigned under 
their pertinacious staring. 

Seats had been engaged for this important 
evening weeks beforehand; everybody who was 
anybody put forth every effort to obtain admis- 
sion to this last representation of the great Eng- ; 
lish actress, prior to her departure for her native 
land. The curtain seewied an endless time in 
rising; and while séme sat-sullen and impatient, 
others amused themselves with observations on 
those around them. Two gentlemen, who were 
seated in a box that commanded a good view of 
the house, were earnestly engaged in conversa- 
tion; their glasses, meanwhile, being in active 
employment; and one appeared to be enlighten- 


of those who, from time to time, attracted his 
attention. 


‘““Who is that lovely, ethereal-looking little 
creature? A perfect representation of a Peri! 
with those golden tresses, and that sweet, inno- 
cent expression—I have been observing her this 
half hour. Ah! you smile—your great heiress, 
Miss Ivers, I conclude?” 


“Not at all, my dear fellow—you never were 


more mistaken in your life. Ella Colman is, I 
acknowledge, perfectly charming: beautiful as 
an opening rose-bud—pure-minded as an angel 
—and poor as a church mouse.” 

The opera-glass was instantly withdrawn. 

‘¢Do tell me who that bold-looking creature is 
with the great, black eyes, and mouth that seems 
ready to express the scorn traced in her whole 
countenance? Upon my word! if she has not 
just boxed that fellow’s ears! and in no gentie 
manner, either—the termagant!” 

“That,” said his friend, with a peculiar smile, 
‘ig Miss Ivers, the heiress.” 

A single look of surprise—one uttered excla- 
mation—and the opera-glass was again leveled 
in that direction. And an artist, whose name is 
Gold, stood at his side and reflected her portrait. 
A soft light came into her eyes, a gentle, loving 
smile played about the coarse mouth—and the 
deceitful painter held up an image of all that 
was beautiful. He was a fortune-hunter—she, 
a fortune; and in six months they were married. 

Their attention was soon after drawn toward 
a private box on the stage, the curtains of which 
had hitherto concealed the inmates from their 


view; but the drapery was now pushed aside—a ™ 


delicate hand, sparkling with jewels, rested on 
the front cushion—and a beautiful woman, appa- 
rently about twenty-five, leaned forward upon 
the seat. She was very lovely, with those high, 
proud features—the dark, shining hair, amid 
which sparkled a bandeau of diamonds—and 
those wonderful eyes, that one momentrwore the 
expression of the startled fawn; the next, were 
flashing about with haughty brilliancy. The 
instant she appeared every glass in the house 
seemed directed toward her; and the stranger 
gazed in a state of complete fascination—amusing 
his calmer friend with his raptures. 

“If that were but Miss Ivers!” he sighed, 
‘but who, in the name of all that’s beautiful, is 
she?” 





‘“‘Mrs. Duncan Clavers,” was the reply, ‘‘the 
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host beautiful, wealthy, and miserable women in 
’ ‘Mew York.” 

“” S «sBeautiful, wealthy, and miserable!” ejacu- 
’ Isted his interrogator, ‘‘rather curious causes of 





THE WIFE'S 


~ 


REVENGE. 81 





misery, I should conclude.” 

Too much occupied in drinking in her bentey 
to pursue the conversation further, he sat wrapt 
in silerit contemplation. The lady endured the 
gaze of the Whole assembly with the utmost 
stoicism ; ane. leaning her head upon one 
white hand; that gleamed out like a snow-flake 
from the red velveti#ushions, and appeared occu- 
pied with other thagghts. Drawing forward a 
beautiful little girl df four years, she placed her 

on the seat beside:her, and employed herself in 
talking to and caressing her. The child was 
dressed in a style of magnificence that corres- 
ponded with the mother’s attire; and jewels 
sparkled on the dimpled arms, and were linked 
about the plump, white neck. Pleased with the 
light, the splendor, and her own unusual dress, 
the child’s face was beaming with rapture; but 
the lady started suddenly back, while her brow 
contracted as with pain—for the little girl, in 
one sweet whisper, had placed a sharp arrow in 
her heart. Those around noticed the sudden 
spasm that shook her frame, and wondered at 
it; but could those infant tones have reached 
them, they would no longer have marveled. 

“Mamma!” said the child, softly, “‘am I in 
heaven?” 

The little girl’s innocent heart contained but 
one idea of loveliness; all that was pleasant ‘and } 
beautiful approached nearer, in her view, to the 
better land; and as she gazed around her head 
grew dizzy, and. she thought that no place save 
Paradise could be half so brilliant. The mother 
had shrunk hastily from the child, as though 
fearful of tainting her purity; and bitter were 
the thoughts that rose within her, as she sat in 
the shaded corner, involuntarily dwelling on the 
difference between that holy place, and the one 
to which she had brought her innocent child. 

But other reflections came and curved the beau- 
tiful lip with a smile of contempt; she glanced 
for an instant toward the opposite box, and as 
she observed the entrance of a gentleman, she 
resumed her former position—apparently wrapt 
up in the little girl. Many gazed with interest 
on that strange picture ina play-house: a young 
and beautiful woman seated alone with her child, 
and apparently unconscious of the tribute offered 
to her loveliness. It seemed as though she had 
fallen, unharmed, into the ‘midst of folly and 
wickedness, secure in the protection of the angel 
at her side. 

The curtain at length rose up amid thunders 
of applause; and the queen of the night appeared 








more beautiful than ever. The play was ‘The 


‘ 


Stranger ;” and while all were warmed into enthu- 
siasm, or melted to tears by the representation, 
Mrs. Clavers sat motionless as a marble statue. 
The cheek flushed and paled alternately, but not 
a tear came into the beautiful eyes; she did not 
move her position, but sat with one hand uncon- 
sciously grasping the cushion before her. She 
leaned forward inan attitude of the most absorbed 
attention. 


“With eyes upraised, and lips apart, 
Like monuments of Grecian art.” 


The fair hand quivered, as though with sup- 
pressed emotion; and her eyes seemed riveted 
upon the stage by a strange fascination. 

Suddenly her head drooped—the bright color 
left her cheek—and sinking back upon the 
cushions, she fainted. Her position had been 
too conspicuous not to have attracted the atten- 
tion of the whole assembly; and as she sank 
languidly back, several started from their seats 
and rushed to her assistance. There was now 
@ pause between the acts; the star had for the 
present retired, and the beautiful Mrs. Clavers 
became the object of undivided attention. 

But the gentleman whose entrance had roused 
her from her revery hastily entered the box, and 
pushing the others aside with the air of one who 
had a superior right, he soon revived his insen- 
sible wife with a glass of water which had been 
immediately procured. Mr. Clavers had the 
greatest possible dread of making a scene; as 
soon, therefore, as the lady opened her drooping 
eyes he asked her questions, in a tone evidently 
meant to be answered in the affirmative as to 
whether her fainting had not been caused by 
the heat, the excitement, &c. She languidly 
assented; and the crowd who had gathered 
around returned to their seats quite satisiied; 
and Mrs. Clavers having expressed her intention 
of remaining till the end of the representation, 
her husband seated himself beside her, and ap- 
peared to watch her every motion. 

None had been more favored in their offers of 
assistance than the two friends; both simulta- 
neously rushed from their seats—and when they 
again returned to their old position, the informant 
was immediately assailed with a host of questions. 

‘“‘Well,” he replied, ‘‘as to the first inquiry: 
‘who was the rather mature, extremely stiff, and 
very disagreeable-looking gentleman who pushed 
us aside with such a dignified air,’ I answer that 
he is the lady’s husband.” 

“Her husband!” ejaculated the other,’ ‘I 
thought he might be her father!” 

“No,” returned his companion, calmly,’ ‘you 
thought no such thing. You mean that he is 
old enough to be, but the leoks with which he 
regarded her were anything but fatherly. His 
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lordship was in a towering passion; she had 
created ‘a scene,’ and no act can be more inex- 
cusable in his eyes. As to why she married 
him, that must remain a mystery—I can discover 
nothing to account for it. He is immensely rich, 
to.be sure, but so she expeeted to. be at the time 
she married him. He married her for her money 
—of that there can be no manner of doubt; and 
when he found that a brother had inherited the 
whole, beyond a paltry thousand a year, all of 
which he scrupulously gives her, his disappoint- 
ment showed itself in a settled indifference. She 
is the most splendidly dressed woman in New 
York; the contents of her jewel-box are said to 
be inexhaustible; and yet there is a queer story 
afloat about her always being scant of money. 
She has all that money can procure, and yet she 
is often in want of a few dollars. I have often 
heard of her borrowing various sums; and her 
carriage has even been seen at the door of a shirt 
warehouse, while a footman handed in a large 
bundle, which was received by a lady deeply 
veiled. There is a mystery under the whole 
affair; Duncan Clavers has the reputation of 
being a mean man, and yet look at his wife’s 
dress, and the child’s! Whether she ever really 
loved him-I do not. know; it seems almost impos- 
sible when you consider the difference in their 
ages, and yet for what else could she have mar- 
ried him? They have a separate carriage, a 
separate box at the theatre, a separate interest 
in everything; the only link between them is 
that little girl, their only child, except. that he 
constantly reminds her of bearing his name—at 
the same time expressing a hope that she will 
never so far forget herself as to commit any act 
derogatory to its dignity. Partly, perhaps, to 
spite him—partly to gratify her own feelings, she 
has formed a great intimacy with the talented 
actress who to-night takes her leave of us. She 
has no intimate friends; Americans, you know, 

do not regard actresses in the flattering light 
in which they are viewed in the old country; 

talented or not, the fact of their being actresses 
calls forth very aristocratic notions on the part of 
their patrons here; and although willing enough 
to. be amused by them, and pay for that amuse- 

ment, they shrink back behind the entrenchment 
of their pride and dignity at the very idea of 
making companions of them. Mrs. Duncan Cla- 

vers is an independent, brave woman. Shielding 
herself with the consciousness of her own posi- 

tion and importance, she has ventured to break 

through all these established forms, and select as 

her bosom friend an English actress—one whose 

nightly business it is to amuse other people. 

This has not operated favorably on her popu- 

larity; she is admired, envied, and rather shunned 

by those to whom she is known as the beautiful 





Mrs. Clavers, the chere amie of Mrs.——. Her: 
husband, of course, does not like this; it inten. 
feres most sadly with his pride, but he cannot 
prevent it; and he has no right to complain, for 
he sets her the example himself. ‘ He is quite ag 
ardent an admirer of actresses as\his wife; and 
almost every night; when there is not anything 
absolutely humdrum, you see the two occupying 
the self-same seats they had at first. But my 
throat feels quite husky now: with so much talk- 
ing, and there goes the curtain.” 

The representation was drawing to a close; 
the actress was more charming than she had ever 
been before; and-while she cried most beautifully 
with the help of onions concealed in her hand- 
kerchief, real tears of unaffected sympathy were 
rolling down the cheeks of her audience at this 
tale of ideal woe. The stage was covered with 
a carpet of flowers—bouqueis came flying from 
all quarters of the house—and as the fictitious 
Mrs. Haller stood for a moment just below the 


Clavers’ box, the little girl leaned forward and ° 


dropped a splendid wreath with such graceful 
effect that it fell directly on the head of the 
actress. The father did not appear to relish this 
display, and drew the child back, but not before 
the act had been accomplished; and the thunders 
of applause that followed were partly bestowed 
on the little cherub, whose bright face had been 
seen for a moment like a fairy amid the flowers. 

It was concluded; the actress had advanced to 
the foot-lights, courtesied her adieus, made a 
short speech expressive of her gratitude and 
sorrow at leaving them—and the curtain fell 
amid acclamations that shook the whole house. 

Duncan Clavers, with an air of the greatest 
deference, arranged his wife’s white cashmere 
cloak—at the same time whispering to her not 
to make a fool of herself again, as he saw her 
trembling, and her cheek turn pale; and leading 
the now weary child, they left the box together. 
Mrs. Clavers, despite his opposition, would insist 
upon bidding her friend a private farewell; and 
was proceeding to the dressing-room with the 
child, but her husband, taking the little girl in 
his arms, said sternly— 

“Leave the child with me. We will await 
your return here.” 

A sudden shudder came over her, and she 
leaned against the pillar for support. With 
trembling steps she proceeded at length to the 
actress’ apartment, and entered the room in a 
state of hysterical agitation. 

She never returned. 

Duncan Clavers stood with the sleeping child 
in his arms, and waited in vain for the interview 
to be ended. At last, weary and angry, he went 
behind the stage to seek his wife. The men 
were putting out the lights—the rooms were in 
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wife’s, the mild-looking woman who is pieceing 
carpet-rags with an air of the most active in- 
dustry. The fair-haired girl, who sits there knit- 


. ting, while she from time to time exchanges a 


smile with the young student at his books, is 
their daughter—the child of their old age—the 
left of many taken; and the love with which they 
regard her is tempered with fear, as they gaze 
on her fragile appearance, lest she too should go 
and leave them desolate. 

The dark-haired boy at his studies is hand- 
some, and manly-looking, and yet somehow or 
other, his is a face which you do not like; there 
is something peculiar in it—an expression not 
met with at his age. Look again—have you 
not seen him before? Surely it is not Duncan 
Clavers! The very same; you saw him last 
when time had taken away those rounded lines, 
and brought out into stronger relief, the expres- 
sion which is there faintly shadowed. forth. Yes, 
that is Duncan Clavers, the orphan | Oy 
his own way to carve out in the world. 
one rich relation, who is willing to: 
agoing; if he succeeds, the rich relation will 
reward him with his smiles and approval—if -he 
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_ Heri, a’state of disorder, arid quite deserted. He sat, falls, he will push him down still lower. Young . 
inter . down for a few moments, quiet and composed; ; as he is, there is a firm resolution embedded in 
annot as he glanced about, his-eye fell upon a note } his mind; he will succeed—he will become a rich 
in, for directed to himself—it was in his wife’s hand-} man—he will raise his ‘name from its obscurity. 
ite ag writing—and ‘securing it in one of his pockets, } He is now preparing for college; and if daily and 
; and he bore his.daughter to the carriage, and re- } nightly toil, if a firm concentration of mind upon 
thing turned to his deserted home. the one point in view can bring success, he is 
ying sure to have it. 
t my CHAPTER II. The Wincots, good, hospitable people! have 
talk- We must now glance back through many years; } taken him. in at a marvelously low board; they 
from the meridian of life to innocent boyhood—a } have no son of their own, so they care for him 
ose ; ‘long and weary travel. It is a cold, snapping } as tenderly as though he bore to them that rela- 
ever winter’s evening, and our destination is that snug- } tion; they are as proud of his talents, as much 
ully looking farm-house, that in summer seems to; elated with his success, and depressed at his dis- 
ind. have fallen.so sweetly asleep among.the shady } appointments. Annie Wincot regards him as a 
rere trees that surround it. The sitting-room is the } combination of all the talents, virtues and charms 
this very picture of neatness and comfort; the striped } ever separately bestowed on erring human mor- 
rith carpet on the floor is all of home-manufacture— tals; and he considers her a quiet little girl, with 
‘om the brass candlesticks are as bright as hands } a sweet face, and sunny temper, who will make 
ous can make them—the roaring logs in the huge } him a nice wife some of these days—if he has 
the fire-place send forth bright clouds of flame; and} time:to think of such things. 
nd * around the plain, baize-covered table are gathered; The old pair are watching them to-night with 
ful happy faces, that would laugh merrily if you told } very much the same thoughts; it is the first time 
he them of damask curtains, and rose-wood chairs, } they ever entertained the idea, and as the hus- 
Lis and marble tables, and pier-glasses. The only} band glances from them to his wife she perceives 
re article for the gratification of vanity is the little, } how his thoughts are employed. They both felt 
rs mahogany-framed glass that hangs between the} very happy; it was what they should desire of 
d windows, decorated with Christmas greens; they } all things—and they fell into a revery on the 
n make their mirrors of -each other’s eyes, which } future. Of course they were too young yet—it 
36 reflect only kindness. would not be for many years; but they concluded 
0 Just before the fire sits the farmer; his boots} that Annie must still live at home, and Duncan 
a pulled off, his feet resting on the mantel—deeply } could go to the city every day, and return to the 
1 absorbed in the amusing occupation of twirling } farm-house at night. And so the good, simple 
l his thumbs. His hair is quite grey; and so is his} people sat and dreamed; they did not think of 


gold coming between them and their happiness; 
they supposed that Duncan: would become rich 
and great, and yet remain the same as ever. 

Often in after years that humble room, with 
its loving faces, and glowing warmth, rose up 
before the man of the world; but never so vividly 
as he remembered it on this particular evening. 

Annie left her knitting and glided around to 
her mother; then she approached Duncan, and 
twining her arm about his neck, she glanced into 
his face with a sweet, wirining smile, and begged 
him to lay aside his tiresome books. He pleaded 
the length of his tasks; but deliberately closing 
the volumes, she took them up and carried them 
into the entry. Resolving to make up the lost 
time when the others were buried in slumber, he 
suffered her to do a8 she pleased with them; and 
seeing him thus emerge from his clouds, the far- 
mer turned around from the fire, Mrs. Wincot 
put aside her carpet-rags, and all entered into an 
animated conversation. Some of Annie’s dough- 
nuts, and one of Mrs. Wincot’s famous mince-pies 
rapidly disappeared; and at last the time came 
for retiring. 

All departed for bed except the young student, 
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whose candle was burning far past midnight, as he 
perseveringly applied himself to the ey’ volumes 
before him. 

Years passed. Duncan Clavers entered college; 
he had told Annie of his love—she had blushingly 


confessed hers; and the farmer and his wife were } 
well pleased at the prospect of seeing their two ; 


children united. 

Annie wore a ring on one of her slender fingers 
which was never taken off; and a lock of her 
bright hair rested against the heart of Duncan 
Clavers. She had the ring—he still treasured 
her keepsake; what need then had her silly little 
heart to imagine that there was less love in his 
letters, in his éone than formerly? She could not 
understand the employments that were pressing 
around him; some of these days he would think 
only of her—what right then had she to com- 


his heart whispered, ‘Annie! thou art now 
avenged.” 

His rich relation died; and true to the agree 
ment entered into between them on that night 
in the library, he left his fortune to Duncan 
Clavers; who now found himself, while still in 
his youth, almost at the summit of all he had 
ever dared to aspire to. But with his wealth 
increased his wishes—he was not yet satisfied; 
his grasping soul sought greater riches; and he 
invested his money in various speculations. A 
singular fortune attended every effort; his ships 
were never wrecked by disastrous winds; he 
never met with dishonest agents; all his mer- 
chandize came safe to hand; and his wealth mul- 

tiplied almost beyond calculation. His youth had 
| passed in mercenary projects, and the autumn of 
i life was drawing on apace. He had never mar- 











plain? Nevertheless, in the solitude of her own ; ried; many beautiful eyes had darted bright 
little room she often wept bitter tears; his letters ‘ glances at the wealthy bachelor—many ruby lips 
were cold—his tone she might forget, or imagine ; had wreathed with smiles at his approach—but 
warm as formerly, but there lay the words before } still he remained single. Had the truth been 
her—she could not mistake them, and they cost told, they could hardly have credited it: that the 
her hours of bitter regret and dark foreboding. { Creesus of the community would ever make his 
Duncan Clavers came now and then to the scene ‘ marriage a matter of traffic—that he could not 
of his school-boy days; old Mr. and Mrs. Wincot ; entertain such. views but with the certainty of 
were as kind as ever, and Annie looked as sweet, ‘ gain; yet soit was. He grew harder and harder, 
if not as smiling, as formerly, and when there his ‘ and colder and colder; and all good impulses 
heart yearned toward them all. But he went ‘ seemed choked up forever. 
back to college; he saw his rich relation, and 





told him of his love; the two were a long time 
together in the stately library—and when they 
came forth, Duncan Clavers’ face was as pale as : 
death, but it was firm. Which would he sacrifice; : 


2 


CHAPTER III. 
We must now present the man of gold in his 
‘ second love—if such it can be called. He was very 
j hendoeqee, very gentlemanly, and very agreeable; 





his love or his ambition? Gold added another ‘ his thin lips, perhaps, expressed too much the 
triumph to its already countless lists; and that ; habit of caleulation—but he bore his age well, 
very evening he wrote a letter to Annie which he ; and nature had given him features that made him 
knew would be her death-blow, and yet his hand ; look far more noble-minded than he really was. 
scarcely trembled. Minna Clarke was a beautiful creature. Accus- 
It was placed in her hands; when she had read : tomed from childhood to have every look gratified 
it twice to be sure of its contents, she spoke not, {| —brought up in the midst of wealth and luxury 
but glided up to her room and sank upon the {—and quite spoilt by her father and brother, who 
couch. She lay there a few weeks; and then her { almost idolized the motherless girl, she became 
pure spirit winged its way to its eternal abode. ; capricious, and could only be satisfied with some- 
The heavy tramp of men upon the stairs, as } thing out of the common way. Lovers she had 
they carried down the coffin and placed it in the ‘ in plenty; the attentions of these she ascribed to 
best parlor, grated harshly on the ears of the two their proper,-seurce—her father’s wealth—and 
desolate old people; there was a crowd of friends { gave each successive applicant a summary dis- 
in the little room—an impassioned prayer by the { missal. 
aged minister—a last look at the cold, still fea- ; At length she met with Duncan Clavers. His 
tures of the loved one—and ll was over. ; style interested her; he was no longer young, but 
They never ae a him, either with ward he was fine- ifthe om dignified ; his appearance 








over their sorrow in silence. And yet a figure | he spol 
often rose up accusingly before him; sometimes ; POS - 
at twilight, when he sat and mused shen ha 
sometimes in the still midnight hour; and as ‘ 
he drove home alone on that autumn night, 


$uitor, her vanity was more flattered 
@ ever been by the attentions of any 
His own wealth prevented him 
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Glavers sounded. well—she supposed she must 
one day marry somebody, and why not him? 
Then again his age, instead of being an obstacle, 
was quite an advantage; he-would be proud of 
her youth and beauty, and anxious to display it 
everywhere—in place of a humdrum husband, 
she would have a devoted escort. 

‘Mr. Clarke, however, was very much surprised 
by the proposals of Duncan Clavers; he could 
scarcely believe that his petted, fastidious daugh- 
ter had placed her affections on a man old enough 
to be her father; of course money could be no 
object to her; and Minna received a summons to 
his presence in order to explain the mystery. 

‘‘Minna,” said the father, ‘‘do you really love 
Mr. Clavers?” 

, “Yes, papa,” replied his daughter, with a 
charming frankness. 

“But consider the difference in your age,” he 
remonstrated. ‘He will be an old man when 
you are still a young woman.” : 

“Very true, papa,’’ she replied, with a merry 
smile, ‘but it is better, you know, to be an old 
man’s darling than a young man’s slave.” 

Mr, Clarke shook his head—he scarcely knew 
what to make of it; but concluding that her 
wishes were most important in such a case, he 
continued— 

“Well, Minna, this is a curious affair—very. 
Shall I write an assent to Mr. Clavers?” 

“If you please, papa,” and she glided from the 
room. 

She became the wife of Duncan Clavers; and 
for a short time her fancies were realized. He 
was flattered by the love with which she evidently 
regarded him, proud of her loveliness, and held 
somewhat in awe by the expected wealth which 
would one day be hers. He was the most de- 
voted of husbands; and Mr. Clarke saw with sur- 
prise that his Minna was, if possible, more merry 
and happier than ever. 

A short time after the birth of their child her 
father died; and. Duncan Clavers attended the 
funeral with a demeanor of the most perfect pro- 
priety. The silver-ornamented coffin had been 
borne to the family vault; the undertaker’s men 
cleared the hall of their implements; and a party 
assembled in the library to hear the will read. 

It was long and tedious; but Duncan Clavers 
at length comprehended that the whole property 
descended to the son, with the exception of a 
paltry thousand a year! There was one passage 
relating to his daughter, in which he spoke of 
her being so well provided for, that he had con- 
cluded to keep the estate in the family. 

Minna cared nothing about it; rejoicing in her 
brother’s good fortune, she quite approved her 
father’s last wishes, and supposed that her hus- 





band’s sentiments were the same; but it was not 


long before she became aware of his real feelings, 
The devoted lover quickly sank into the indif- 
ferent husband; her freedom was destroyed, her 
every motion watched, and at first she could 
scarcely believe that this was the effect of his 
disappointment. She had then met with the 
fate she most dreaded: he had’ married her for 
her money! She had really loved him; but this 
soon gave place to anger when she found that he 
did not consider her beauty and attractions a 
sufficient balance for his paltry,gold. From the 
very depths of her heart she hated him; she saw 
through his character at last; saw the meanness, 
and duplicity, and selfishness which he had so 
carefully concealed; and wept bitterly over her 
unfortunate marriage. But tears came too late 
—her fate was irrevocably settled; and she found 
herself chained to a man whom she despised and 
loathed. 

Duncan Clavers was a mean man; with a pro- 
perty whose income alone would have been quite 
a fortune, he was yet as watchful in trifles as 
though just beginning the world. He was ambi- 
tious, though, of people’s.esteem; he preferred 
keeping his meanness to himself; and none who 
saw his wife’s splendid dress could imagine that 
she ever felt the want of money. But he meant 
that she should, as a punishment for his being so 
deceived; he suspected now that she had married 
him for his wealth—that the disposition of her 
father’s property had been a privy agreement, 
to which she was accessary; and he determined 
that she should not profit much byit. The thou- 
sand a year which had been left her he gave her, 
to be sure, but it was expended for her; costly 
things, for which she did not care, were con- 
stantly purchased, while trifles, not half the 
amount, were denied. She had no purse sepa- 
rate from her husband’s; she was obliged to go 
to him for everything; and the angry blood eften 
mounted to her very brow as he demanded an 
account of how every dollar was to be spent. 
Unknown to him, she procured work from shops; 
and sat toiling as diligently as the poorest seam- 
stress, rather than suffer this galling bondage. 

But he was a torment to her in every way; he 
interfered with the child, disarranged all her 
plans, and sought to win its entire love. The 
little thing, quite unconscious that she was an 
object of jealousy, prattled-sweetly to both; but 
her beautiful mamma was almost adored—and 
the father saw, with dark and angry feelings, 
that in any trifling question of supremacy the 
mother was always preferred. 

They had now been married five years ;. Mrs. 
Duncan Clavers was even more beautiful than 
Minna Clarke had been; she had wealth, beauty, 
and admiration—and yet she was miserable. Her 
indignation at being thus considered. worthless 
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and unattractive without her expected fortune— 
slighted by the man on whom she had bestowed 
the warmth and frankness of a first love—gave 
birth to an intense desire for revenge; a resolu- 
tion to pay back all the scorn, and contempt, and 
indignity which had been heaped upon her. She 
had few friends; the heartless devotees of fashion 
who bowed to the husband’s wealth suited her 
not; and yet she must have excitement—she 
could not live without something to destroy the 
constant remembrance of her injuries—and she 
becamé’a regular attendant at the theatre. Almost 
every night that beautiful face looked forth from 
the curtains of a stage-box; and she became in- 
terested in the ideal scenes that were represented 
before her. 

She met the actress, Mrs. , at the house 
of an acquaintance; she admired her talents, her 
invincible spirit, and agreeable manners; and in 
a short time they were firm friends. She could 
no longer keep her troubles to her own bosom; 
she wanted sympathy, advice; and her actress 
friend became her confidant. Her story was re- 
ceived with.the greatest indignation; from time 
to time various hints were thrown out; and at 
length the wife resolved to leaye her husband 
and her home. Mrs. —— knew that with her 
youth, beauty, and distinguished appearance she 
must succeed upon the stage; she wished to 
have the pleasure of bringing out a star—in 
addition to feeling a strong sympathy for the 
beautiful young creature; and the plan had been 
so long talked over between them that it now 
appeared quite reasonable. 

What did Mrs. Clavers care for public opinion? 
She had not a friend she regretted to leave, or 
whose feeling she valued in the least; it would 
wound her husband in the tenderest point—by 
exposing him to public comment and conjectures, 
she would take a deep and lasting revenge. Nor 
was this all; he idolized the child, and she could 
not live without it; it was her intention to take 
the little girl with her, and for this purpose she 
had brought her to the theatre on the night of 
her flight; he would not, perhaps, care for her 
departure, except as it exposed him to ridicule— 
but to leave him entirely desolate would indeed 
be a triumph. This it was which had blanched 
her cheek, and caused her to lean heavily against 
the pillar; she saw that she most leave her child 
behind ; and she appeared before her friend almost 
irresolute. 

“Come,” said Mrs. ——, as she stood muffled 
in her wrapper, ‘I have been waiting for you. 
To-morrow, you know, carries you far beyond 
these hateful shores.” 

“I cannot, cannot go!” sobbed her trembling 
companion, ‘‘my child!—my child!” 

The actress comprehended in a moment the 





state of the case; and drawing Minna further 
inside the room, she said, in a low tone— 
“Listen to me—and I can tell you something 
that will, perhaps, comfort you. It is for the 
child’s good that your plans have been thus dis- 
arranged; she can be far better attended to under 
her father’s protection, and lead a much happier 
life than were she to accompany you about from 
place, to place. He idolizes her, so that there is 
no fear of her not being tenderly treated; and 
besides, reflect what a much deeper wound you 
inflict upon the man by taking her from him at 
some future time, when he has educated and 
watched over her from childhood to girlhéod, 
When your fame is fairly established, as it will, 


teach her to supply your place in the admiration 
of the public—and his punishment will be com- 
plete.” 

Mrs. Clavers was at length persuaded by the 
eloquence of her friend; and although her tears 
flowed thick and fast for the child whom she 
might never again behold, she suffered herself to 
be led to the carriage. The nextday they left the 
shores of America; and after a short and plea- 
sant passage the white cliffs of Albion gleamed 
upon their view. 





CHAPTER IV. 
Duncan Cravers laid his sleeping child in her 











little crib, kissed her blooming cheek, and lin- 
gered as though loath to leave her. Dark, angry 
and tumultuous were his feelings, as he reflected 


‘that the mother of that child had brought down 


shame and censure on its innocent head—had ex- 
posed him‘ to scorn and revilings—had forfeited 
her own good name iw public estimation. A sud- 
den movement reminded him of the letter; he 
drew it forth; aiigsjead with an expression of 
contempt. 

“Your own gharheful and‘ unmanly conduct 
has driven tn¢*from a homé which I no longer 
regard a8 mirié You married thé heiress, and the 
portionless wife was soon miade to feel that she 
had no right'to the love which had been bestowed 
upon her rival. I can: ‘yen tead your feelings 
at this moment: you donot regret your wife’s 
absence—you are trembling lest your cherished 
honor should suffer! Make yourself quite easy 
on that point—little rdeserve the comfort; 
for my own sake I sha trietly preserve the good 
name which has never yet been tarnished. The 
companion of my flight is‘ woman; I have gone 
off with no solicitous lover—although could I so 
far forget what was due to myself, your conduct 
has been sufficient to drive me to it.” 

Duncan Clavers read this epistle to the end; a 
peculiar smile curled his lip as he proceeded, and 


it must be, when you have a home, and wealth to. 
support her, you can lure her from her father" 
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when he had finished it, he calmly tore it into , 
fragments and laid them on the fire. He did not } 
pelieve one word of it. He was convinced that } 
his wife had married him for his wealth; and that 
she had since become fascinated by the attrac- } 
tions of some younger lover. The actress had } 
been a party to the elopement, and the pair had 
probably fled to England to elude pursuit. 

All that night he sat- up—keeping a lonely } } 
vigil in his library. Pictures of his early days, 
the face-of Annie Wincot, and the purity of his 
early love rose up before him. His hands were 
clenched, his face deeply marked with conflicting ; 
passions, and his whole frame shook with violent } 
emotion. The morning rays still found him 
there; a servant would enter in a few moments 
to dust the furniture; and. shrinking from the 
eyes of prying curiosity, he went softly up to his 
apartment and threw himself on the couch. 

The world soon knew the flight of the beautiful 
Mrs. Olavers. Some loudly blamed her proceed- 
ings, and sided with the husband; while others 
declared that she was quite right in leaving him 
if he did not treat her well—they only wondered 
who she could have gone off with, as nobody was 
missed. But Duncan Clavers was determined to 
put down public surmises ; he did not seclude him- 
self from people’s gaze—he appeared the same 
as before, and allowed no change to be visible. 
He was still important and influential; his wife’s 
desertion had not affected his property; and the 
circle of his adherents continued unbroken. 

But his daughter? That was the trouble; in 
that place the mortification was most keenly felt; 
and he determined to seclude her entirely, at least 
till the report should have worn itself out—and 
not suffer her spirit to be crushed by the taunts 
leveled at her in consequence of her mother’s 
misconduct. Nothing that money could procure 
was denied her; the nursery was filled with rare 
and expensive toys: but she had no playmate— 
no companions except her father and nurse; and 
so she grew up a beautiful, graceful child, igno- 
rant of the bright world from which she was ex- 
cluded. She was ten years old before Duncan 
Clavers thought of sending her from him. The 
pain of parting, however, was balanced by the 
advantages she would derive; and for the first 
time in her life, the little Minna found herself 
the inmate of a boarding-school many miles from 
home, and surrounded by none but strange-faces. 

Before long, though, tones and words of kind- 
ness greeted her as of old. The daughter of Dun- 
can Clavers became the idol of the community; 
the rich contents of her trunks afforded an end- 
less subject of wonder and admiration to her 
companions—her inexhaustible fund of pocket- ; 
money often procured them more substantial | ; 
pleasure—and her beauty was the envy and } 





} ingly on the beautiful face. 


, ornament of the school. Cross teachers were 
lenient toward her,-mild ones more indulgent, 
and the motherless child was surrounded by an 
atmosphere of kindness. 

It was her seventeenth birthday. The day be- 
fore she had returned to her father. He received 
his child with proud affection, and gazed admir- 
Now and then, 
however, as some expression shot across it, he 
would almost see his wife again, before him; 
and Minna often wondered at the strange cold- 
ness with which he then repulsed her. He was 
capricious in his kindness, but still she loved 
him; her toilet-table had that day been covered 
with costly gifts of every description, and every 
wish was gratified. 

No brilliant assembly had celebrated her birth- 
day—he did not wish to present her yet to the 
world; and the two now sat alone together in 
the lofty parlors. The mufflers which had con- 
cealed the splendid curtains since the wife’s de- 
sertion were now removed—the covers had been 
taken off the furniture—and the rooms once more 
presented an appearance of being inhabited. He 
had never spoken to her about her mother; those 
in the house had been forbidden to mention the 
subject, and Minna supposed that her mother 
had died in her infancy. But he felt that she 
must now hear the truth from his lips, before 
mingling with those who would poison her peace 
with their malicious inuendoes. 

They had been silent for some time; Minna 
sat in an attitude of thoughtful repose, and he 
had been considering how to introduce the odious 
subject. 

‘‘Minna,” said he, at length. 
think of your mother?” 

‘«Sometimes,” replied the daughter, sadly. “TI 
think how delightful it must be to have a mother. 
Oh! how I wish she had not died!” 

‘¢Would that she had died!” muttered Duncan 
Clavers between his clenched teeth; but Minna 
did not hear this, and he added, quietly: ‘she is 
not dead—that is, not that Ihave heard of.” 

‘* Not dead!” she exciaimed, springing to his 
side, ‘‘oh, dear papa! tell me where she is, that 
I may go to her this instant!” 

‘Silly girl!” was his stern reply, ‘‘which is 
the sadder, think you, to have the memory of a 
pure-hearted mother, who died in her youth and 
loveliness—or know that one lives, a violator of 
her marriage vows, a deserter of her helpless 
child, a disgrace even to herself? The very 
fact of her being alive, an alien from her husband 
and child, might have told you the sad truth.” 

Minna trembled; and covering her face with 
her small. hands, she listened in breathless 
silence. 

«You are now old enough,” he continued, “to 


“Do you ever 
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be-made acquainted with the story which I have 
hitherto carefully kept: from you. I would not 
have your childhood blighted bythe knowledge 
of your mother’s disgrace; but the time has now 
come, Minna, when others will whisper the tale 
in your ear, even should I conceal it. Your 
mother !” said he, bitterly. ‘Yes, you have need 
to be proud of her! She deceived me before ; 





NO 


into her soul; she pressed her lips reverently 
upon the angel-face, and’ her father, taking the 
case from her hand, shut it quickly from. hey 
view. 

They returned to the parlor, each occupied 
with different thoughts; his were bitter—while 
her’s were only sad. That night the petted 
heiress retired to rest with her first sorrow upon 


marriage—she has deceived me since. Abusing } her heart; knowledge is often bitter indeed, and 


my trusting kindness, she abandoned her home } she lay awake upon her sl 


couch,'p 





7 
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and fled with some lover, probably across the} i ing over the probable fate of her beautiful 


sea; I have never seen nor heard from her since. 
To-night, Minna, is the anniversary of her elope- 
ment; it weighs heavily upon me, for it has 
been a slur upon my honor—it will be visited 
upon her innocent child. May curses rest upon 
her and her worthless paramour!” 

‘¢Father, dearest father!” pleaded the daugh- 
ter, while the large tears fell upon her cheek, 
‘do not, do not speak so! I know that she is 
innocent! My own, my beautiful mother! whom 
I have thought of, and loved from childhood, as 
one too pure for earth. Perhaps she was carried 
off against her will—perhaps——” 

*‘Silence!” interrupted her father, angrily, 
‘shave you no more sense, girl, than to invent 
these ridiculous fancies? You do not know her 
as I did. She left me, I say, of her own free 
will—made my name a by-word with the crowd!” 

Minna dared not utter another word in her 
mother’s defence; his angry vehemence fright- 
ened her, and she could only sit and weep in 
sorrow for that mother’s disgrace. 

‘Was she not very beautiful?” she asked, at 
length. 

‘Beautiful! yes, it was her cursed beauty that 
has brought me to this! A valuable possession, 


truly! Do not look that way, Minna; you remind } 


me of her, and then I hate you! Come into the 
library,” he continued, ‘and feast your eyes with 
her deceitful beauty.” 

Minna followed with a faltering step; and 
Duncan Clavers, approaching the book-case, un- 
locked a small drawer, and took from thence a 
closed box. He had never opened it since that 
night, and now handed it to his daughter, saying: 

“Look upon it, if you will—but do not show 
me her treacherous features!” 

Minna’s trembling hands could scarcely un- 
fasten the case; but at length the beautiful face 
beamed upon her, and her eyes filled with tears 
as she gazed sadly upon it. Oh, it was very beau- 
tiful! It had been taken just after the birth of 
Minna; and the large dark eyes had a dreamy 
languor, as they looked lovingly upon the gazer 
—the complexion was like the lily, with a faint 
tinge of color in the delicate cheek—and the 
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mother. She could not believe her guilty—those 
pure eyes could express nought but what was 
lovely; and she fell asleep at length as she mur- 
mured, ‘‘mother! beautiful, unfortunate mother! 
Will you ever return to. your child?” 





CHAPTER V. 


THE year again came round; and it was Minna 


Clavers’ eighteenth birthday. That beautiful face 
was even more lovely, with its sweet, bewitching 
expression; and the figure was almost fairy-like 
in its proportions. Again, costly gifts were scat- 
tered around her apartment, and sparkling gems 
were clasped upon neck and arms; but her mind 
was filled with the last. birthday’s disclosures. It 
had saddened her youthful spirits, and left a 
weight upon her heart; and listlessly she passed 
from one enjoyment to another. 

The father proposed that they should pass the 
evening at the theatre. Duncan Clavers had 
never once entered it since that autumn evening 
fourteen years before; they had then gone to 
witness the last representation of an English 
actress—they now went to welcome the appear- 
ance of one. The papers were filled with the 
praises of the beautiful Mrs. Walton; her talents, 
her loveliness, and interesting appearance; and 
every one crowded to witness her first. appear- 
ance. But Minna listlessly ran her eyes over 
these panegyrics; and yielding to, rather than, 
seconding her father’s proposal, the heiress step- 
ped languidly into the softly cushioned earriage, 
without one expectation of pleasure or enjoy- 
ment. Duncan Clavers folded the cachmere 
shawl carefully about his daughter’s shoulders, 
and seemed to be fearful lest a breath of air 
should blow too freely upon her. 

The carriage soon drew up at the door of the 
theatre; and as the light from the lamps fell 
upon the beautiful face, and rich dress of Minna, 
many pressed forward to gaze upon her. But 
another carriage had drawn up at the sam 
time; and as if recognizing something familiar, 
the solitary occupant bent eagerly forward, and 
scanned, with a rapid, examining gaze, the faces 
of Duncan Clavers and his daughter. As long 


lips of a rose-bud hue. Minna stood and gazed} as they remained in sight, these beautiful eyes 
upon it; and sweet, dreamy thoughts came gliding } were fixed mournfally upon them; then hastily 











aeseaerer FFs f 


oe 


~ 4s ao se fo 


— oi i er, i ie 








l face 
-like 


sems 





a 
| 
‘y 
4 
z 
s 
F 
g 
| 











THE WIFE’S REVENGE. 


39 





a 
drawing her cloak closer over her head and face, 
the actress passed on with a deep sigh to her 
drawing-room. 

The scene appearéd to him the same as when 
he reviewed it last; if some faces had disap- 

, they were now succeeded by others, and 
he could see*no difference. He was very silent 
and grave as he sat there in the curtained box 
where sie had last sat; and the remembrances 
of that autumn night crowded thick and fast 
about him. People were surprised to see Duncan 
Clavers again oceupying his old place; and the 
admiring glances which had before been bestowed 
on the beautiful wife were now directed to the 
equally lovely daughter. He had almost forgot- 
ten the stage, and the representation he came to 
witness—so absorbed was he in his mournful 
retrospection; and he was now aroused from his 
revery by the buzz of admiration around him. 

He glanced toward the stage. The curtain had 
drawn up, and like some beautiful creature of 
light stood the actress—her eyes cast down be- 
neath the reiterated plaudits of that astonished 
circle. Her beautiful head was drooped, her 
hands meekly folded on her bosom, and she stood 
thus, motionless and calm—though her heart was 
throbbing wildly at this enthusiastic reception. 
Beautiful she certainly was, but there was some- 
thing peculiar in her beauty—it was not mere 
stage-effect; there was something distinguished 
in her whole appearance, something very dif- 
ferent from the actress-look which characterizes 
stage-performers. 

Minna Clavers bent eagerly forward to gaze 
upon that speaking face; her listlessness was 
now thrown aside, and she riveted her eyes upon 
the actress, unable to remove her gaze. Once 
Mrs. Walton glanced toward the box; she eaught 
the full light of those beaming eyes, and her 
voice faltered as she proceeded with her part. 
By a curious coincidence, the play was ‘The 
Stranger;” and Minna sat trembling and sick at 
heart, while her father’s face was expressive 
almost of agony. Now and then Duncan Clavers 
recognized an expression, a tone, that seemed 
familiar; and he gazed upon the actress in a 
state of breathless interest. They loaded her 
with flowers—they made the place resound with 
acclamations—and yet she stood calm, cold, and 
unmoved. She curtsied with graceful gratitude; 
but no flush of gratified vanity came into her 
cheek, no ambitious fire lit up her eye—and her 
apparent indifference rendered her still more an 
object of interest. Her voice had a touching 
pathos, 2 sweetness that went directly to the 
heart; and her soft dark eyes roved listlessly 
about as though seeking in vain for some resting- 
place. 

The father and daughter rode home in silence. 








Minna was still dwelling on the lovely’ face that 
reminded her so strongly of her mother’s picture; 
now and then during the representation, when 
overwhelmed with sorrow, she'almost fancied that 
it must be her—it looked as the:picture looked, 
with its expression of gentle melancholy. 

Duncan Clavers did not ask himself if love, 
love from which gold had kept aloof, was really 
springing up in his heart; caleulation, cautious- 
ness, interest were forgotten; and his mind still 
pictured ‘the beautiful face on which he had 
dwelt with such strange fascination. 

Time passed on; the beautiful actress was over- 
whelmed with admiration, praises, flattery—even 
words of love were sounded in her ear from all 
directions; but she was like a marble statue, 
beautiful to look upon, with eloquent expression 
in the chiseled features—but giving back no echo 
to their honied words. Her adorers could only 
look upon her on the stage—in private a small, 
black silk mask shaded, though not entirely con- 
cealed her features; and she refused all audiences 
without this covering. 

Duncan Clavers had hung enraptured over her 
night after night; and at length he too spoke of 
love. He was almost surprised at himself when 
the confession came—there was something that 
repelled him at the time when he felt most,at-_ 


tracted; but he could: no longer keep it beck” Ag 


He had spoken; and now, in a state of — ‘: 
agitation, awaited her answer. 

He did not see the expression that passed over 
her face; the light in those dark eyes, or the 
smile upon her lips—the black silk mask con- 
cealed it all. ‘They were both silent, till he 
longed for some word or sound to break the 
solemn stillness. He knew that she was odd— 
he had seen it before in many things; and yet 
her manner of receiving his declaration surprised 
and annoyed him. Those great dark, melancholy 
eyes were fixed upon him with an earnest gaze 
—a half-doubting expression; and he remained 
spell-bound beneath their glance. 

He was driving home, and she was at his side. 
She had accepted his invitation to supper, and 
now reclined back in a corner of the carriage; 
not even,a fold of her garments coming in con- 
tact with him. He was satisfied to have her 
there—pleased ‘that he had triumphed; and yet 
he felt no disposition to advance closen He 
could not have summoned courage to touch her 
hand. They drove on in silence; and he sat in 
a state of bewilderment, wondering at his situa- 
tion, and believing himself to be in a sort of 
dream. Once or twice he thought he heard a 
gasping sigh and a sob; but he did not speak, 
and the carriage stopped before long at his own 
door. 

That silent drive had seemed an age of exist- 
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ence; and he gladly descended from the carriage, 
and. offered his assistance to Mrs. Walton. She 
trembled with a-strange emotion, and he lifted 
her out in his arms. He was elated with. his 
triumph; it must be Jove that caused this agita- 
tion in the beautiful statue; and with the most 
lover-like gallantry he conducted her to the spa- 
cious drawing-room. She glanced bewildered 
around, and pressed her hand upon her forehead, 
as though striving to bring up some dim, half- 
forgotten. resolution. The fugitive wife again 
stood within the walls of that home which she 
had abandoned fourteen years before; and she 
listened breathlessly, almost expecting to hear 
the tones of 3 childish voice, or the noise of 
infant merriment. But no such sounds greeted 
her ear; then came a host of recollections filling 
up the forgotten space, and with a sigh she 
placed her hand in his arm and allowed him to 
conduct her to a seat. 

‘Why that sigh, sweet one?” he whispered. 

‘‘We often sigh in the midst of happiness,” 
she replied, turning those beaming eyes full upon 
him. ‘Does not a foreboding for the future, or 
perchance a recollection of the past, often come 
over you when you would commune with other 
thoughts, and bring a sadness in the midst of 
pleasure?” 

These deep tones fell upon his ear with thril- 
ling earnestness; he started suddenly, and stood 
gazing upon her with a fierce, suspicious glance. 

But the eyes had drooped again beneath their 
long dark lashes, and his momentary anger passed 
quickly away. She exerted herself to amuse him, 
and her conversation became brilliant and fasci- 
nating. Duncan Clavers sat entranced; the mar- 
ble statue had melted before his love—had shown 
itself in a new character for him, and him alone 
—and his face was flushed with triumph. She 
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entered; his curious message filled her with 4 
strange emotion, a vague, undefined feeling; and 
trembling violently, she accompanied him to the 
drawing-room. 

Mrs. Clavers had risen when she found herself 
alone, and approached a picture that stood oppo. 
site the mantel. It was that of a little girl ing 
baby-frock, with waving, gold colored hair, and 
a, sweet, arch smile upon the red lips. The 
mother’s heart throbbed with old remembrances 
as she saw her child just as she had pictured 
her; and then she glanced with a sigh at another 
portrait, which represented her as she had ap- 
peared that first night at the theatre; the same 
small,, exquisitely shaped head, large, dreamy 
eyes and pearly complexion; but she soon turned 
from that to the other picture—she loved best 
to remember her a child. 

The door opened; and Minna, pale as a marble 
statue, stood within it. She trembled in every 
limb, and felt almost afraid to enter. Duncan 
Clavers had retired to the library, leaving the 
two to their mysterious interview; and the young 
girl almost wished for his support. The actress 
had sunk back upon a couch, and Minna heard a 
succession of gasping sobs. 

‘“*Who—what are you?” she exclaimed, ‘‘you 
look so like—and yet you cannot be!” 

Her only reply was a withdrawal of the mask; 
disclosing features deadly pale, but marvelously 
like the portrait. 

‘You are—you must be my mother!” cried 
Minna. ‘Oh! tell me that I am not deceived!” 

**Minna!—my child!” she murmured. 

The young girl sprang impulsively toward her, 
and the two were locked in a close embrace. 

“‘But why do I see you thus, dear mother?” 
asked the daughter, at length. ‘Why are you 
not in your own home, where we all love you so 


could have led him then submissive in her chains; {much? Oh, now I remember,” she added, in 
and a feeling of gratified revenge arose in her { confusion, “he told me that——” 


heart. Nowshe felt was her time; and cautiously 
introducing the subject,.she said, while her musi- 
cal voice slightly faltered— 


‘“‘What did he tell you, Minna?” asked her 
mother, in a tone of command, ‘‘I would know 


if he has attempted to lower me in the estimation 


“You were speaking of your daughter just ; of my child.” 


now—do you know that I have often gazed upon ; 


her features with a feeling of deep yearning, 
while something seemed to remind me of other 


She hesitated; but Mrs. Clavers was firm; and 


at length, with tears, Minna revealed the dis- 
closures made by her father on that birthday 


days? She is surpassingly beautiful, and her } night. 


face brings up the memory of one-I lost. Would 


‘‘Answer me one question truly,” said her 


that*I could see her now! But, perchance, she ; mother, when she had concluded. ‘Did you 
cares not to regard the actress as other than a } believe him?” 


source of amusement.” 


Minna gazed for a moment on the pale, calm 


Duncan Clavers was not a little surprised at ;face; then throwing herself into her mother’s 
her wish, but it was sufficient for him that she ! arms, she exclaimed— 


had expressed it; telling her that she should soon { 
be gratified, he left the room and went to his ‘ 


daughter’s apartment. i 


‘‘No, mother! I did not!—I do not!” 
‘‘Thank heaven!” murmured Mrs. Clavers, as 


she folded her daughter in her arms, ‘that my 


Minna was still up and reading when her father | child, at least, will do me justice! No!” she 
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continued, vehemently, ‘‘believe it not! The 
whole is a vile, despicable falsehood, worthy of 
him who invented it! I will tell you my sad 
story, Minna, and you shall judge between us 
two.” 

Her daughter listened attentively to the nar- 
rative of her bright and happy girlhood—her 
first, absorbing love and its mercenary return— 
and her idolizing affection for her beautiful child. 
Mrs. Clavers spared not the circumstance of her 
flight, but she told of her misery at parting from 
her child; and Minna wept as she wished that 
she had never been separated from her loved and 
beautiful mother. 

“We arrived in England,” she continued, 
“and I accompanied Mrs. to her own home. 
She has proved a kind and disinterested friend 
to me, and under her tuition I became acquainted 
with the rules of my art. I met with encourage- 
ment, praise, admiration; the excitement, at 
length, became necessary to me, and with plea- 
sure I anticipated the nightly display. Gold too 
flowed into my hands, but still my mind was 
absorbed with the one overwhelming thought; in 
the soft twilight’ hour, Minna, the figure of my 
child often rose up before me—and hers was the 
last name that trembled on my lips at night. Do 
you too view your mother as an outcast? A 
guilty wretch, who is a dishonor to all connected 
with her?” 

The young girl slid down upon her knees, and 
taking one of those fair, slender hands in hers, 
pressed it reverentially to her lips. 

“Bless you! my own, my loved one!” mur- 
mured her mother, ‘‘could you but know how I 
have looked forward to this meeting!—how it 
has cheered me in my dark and lonely hours, and 
made bright ones seem yet brighter.” 

Minna moved not from her mother’s side; she 
could not bear to leave her, now that the beauti- 
ful original of the cherished picture spoke words 
of love and tenderness. But sorrow had come 





+ mingled with her happiness; her father she 


could no longer regard with love and reverence— 
he appeared to her as the persecutor of her 
mother, and she almost dreaded to meet him 
again, lest her feelings should betray themselves. 


‘‘Minna,” said her mother, ‘“‘we must part 
soon—I can never return to my home.” 

“Oh! I cannot, cannot part with you!” ex- 
claimed Minna, as she twined her arms about 
her, ‘‘what shall I do?” 

‘*Would you go with me, Minna?” she asked, 
in a voice scarcely audible. 

One moment’s hesitation, as home and all its 
joys rose up before her; and then the daughter 
murmured: ‘whether thou goest I will go!” 

She had triumphed! Though time, distance, 
all, she was still beloved; and the pale cheeks 
were tinged with the bright flush of joy. One 
hurried embrace, a few whispered words, and 
Minna retreated to her apartment; while Duncan 
Clavers returned from his solitary sojourn in the 
library, not im the best of humors. He thought 
the interview unreasonably long—she must prefer 
his daughter to himself; but his transitory anger 
was’ soon dissipated by the lively sallies of her 
brilliant companion. 

“Oh, cast that shadow from thy brow, 

My dark-eyed love, be glad again!” 
Warbled the actréss in a voice of touching 
melody; and he was again her humble slave. 

A few more weeks passed, and the daughter of 
Duncan Clavers disappeared as his wife had done, 
leaving him entirely desolate. A note was placed 
in his hands; and with galled, and tortured feel- 
ings, he read as follows: 

‘* Revenge, thou art indeed sweet! My trampled 
love, my trusting confidence, my outraged dig- 
nity, all are now requited! I once more fold my 
child to my bosom, and tell thee, Duncan Clavers, 
that it is the slighted wife who has lured the 
daughter from her home—torn her from an un- 
worthy father to rest once more near her mother’s 
heart. 

«« And I won love, too, disinterested love from 
you! Oh! it almost makes me laugh to think of 
it! And you little knew, poor fool! that the 








brilliant actress was but the runaway wife, ex- 
ercising her wiles upon you but to make you still 
more desolate! I would have taken her with me 
that night, but you prevented me, and now the 
blow strikes still deeper. Adieu! I hasten to 
my child!” 
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*T 1s all in vain—I cannot now forget thee! 
Linked as thou art with memories of the past! 
In thought thou’rt with me as when first I met thee, 
And those bright visions bind my spirit fast. 
Once more thou art mine own—I list thy voice 
And its low music, doth my heart rejoice. 
Vou. XVIIL.—3 





Alas! a cloud obscures‘these blissful dreamings, 
And blighting grief dispels each gleam of joy, 
For all thy words and acts were but false seemings, 
Framed to deceive, and breathed but to decoy, 

Yet still—I think of thee—and in my sleep 
I murmur thy loved name ;—then wake to weep. 
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DIRECTIONS FOR NETTING.—NO. I. 
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Piain Nerrinc.—Take the mesh in the left, to come up close to the bottom of the succeeding 











SOR OKAY) . 
PUN a long loop with twine, and 
aA ARSRIRR fixed it to any convenient 
COOYXXXXXXRY,. support,) between the two 
BEKARRY SUPPO ») 


first fingers and the thumb. 
The netting needle must be threaded with the 
material, and fastened by a knot to the long loop 
before spoken of, and the mesh must be held up 
as close as possible to this knot wnder the twine. 
The silk is to be held in the right hand betwéen 
the fore finger and the thumb and must be passed 
under and around the left hand, so that the ma- 
terial may be formed into a slack loop, passing 
over all the fingers, except the little one. In this 
position, the silk must be held between the upper 
side of the mesh and the left-hand thumb, and 
the needle must be passed back, round the pin 
or mesh, allowing the material to form a larger 
loop, so as to include the little finger. The nee- 
dle will thus be brought round, in front of the 
mesh, and must pass under the first loop, be- 
tween the mesh and the fingers, and thus through 
the loop called the foundation loop, and thence 
over that portion of the material which goes 
backward for the purpose of forming the second 
loop. The needle must be kept in its position, 
till the right hand is so brought round as to be 
able to pull it through, and then the needle being 
drawn out and held in the right hand, the 
worker must disengage all the fingers of the left 
except the last, which is to retain its hold of the 
second loop, which was formed by passing the 
material round it. By means of this hold, re- 
tained by the little finger, the material is to be 
drawn to the mesh, and the knot thus formed be 
drawn tight to the foundation. This process is 
to be repeated, until a sufficient number of 
stitches are formed as are necessary, according 
to the width of the net desired. As the mesh is 





| 





, hand,(having previouslymade } rows, the mesh must be placed so as to come up 


close to the bottom of the preceding row or 
loops, and the former process with the needle 
must be repeated. It will be needful, to haves 
sufficient quantity of material always ‘wound on 
the needle, or otherwise it will not move freely 
round, as it is indispensible it should do. 

Beap Stitcu.—To execute this stitch properly, 
requires care, but it is very ornamental. Beads 
of all kinds, may be introduced. In order to net 
with beads, you must procure a long taper darn. 
ing-needle: the stitch is as follows; string a bead 
upon the thread or silk you net with: this bead 
is to be brought to the front of the mesh, and 
held there until the knot is made; at the back of 
the mesh, bring the needle and thread, passing 
the point through the bead which is upon the 
front of the mesh. The needle and thread are 
then to be drawn through it, by which means the 
bead will be brought quite up to the knot just 
made. By working the beads in this manner, 
they will be kept stationary upon the. thread, 
and so remain in their places, and impart much 
beauty to the work. 

Diamond Nertrine.—This kind of netting is 

) easy of execution, and looks 
' extremely pretty. It is done 
by making every other stitch 
a loop stitch, in order to effect 
which, the silk must be put 
twice round the mesh, instead 
of once, as in plain netting. 





milar, only the process is rather more difficult in 
execution. After netting three rows plain, at the 
beginning, the first row is to be composed of one 
loop stitch, and three plain stitches, repeated 
until the row is finished: then in working the 
second row, commence with a plain stitch, then 


filled, some of the loops must be suffered to drop} follow with a loop, then two plain stitches, and 
off; and when the row is completed, it must be? repeat as before. For the third row begin with 
drawn out, and a row of loops will be found sus-¢ one or two plain stitches, make a loop, then net 
pended from the foundation by their respective} a stitch plain, and repeat the two loops and the 
knots, and moving freely onward. The work is} plain stitch to the end of the row. For the fourth 
then to be turned over, which will cause the ends} row you net three stitches in plain netting, then 
of the rows to be reversed; and in netting a se-} make a loop stitch, and repeat as in previous 


cond row, it will be done as before from left to 
right. In commencing the second, and all the 
succeeding rows, the mesh must be so placed as 


rows. An attention to this arrangement, will 
soon enable the young student in net-work, to 
net in as many stitches 4s may seem ‘desirable. 





Treble diamond netting is si- , 
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Diamond Nerrina, oF Five StircHes.—Com- 
wy mence with a long loop, then 

%, net five loops plain, repeat to 
the end of the row, finishing 
with a long loop. Second 
row, begin with a plain loop, 
¥ make a loose stitch to meet 
the short loop in the previous 
4 row, and withdraw the mesh 
before. commencing the next loop, work four 
loops plain, and so proceed. Third row is com- 
menced as the second: withdraw the mesh as 
before, and work three plain loops. Begin the 
fourth now with a plain stitch, work a long loop, 
then a loose stitch; withdraw the mesh, and work 
two plain stitches; again withdraw the mesh, 
work a plain stitch, and so proceed to the end. 
The fifth is begun with two plain stitches; then 
form a loose stitch, withdraw the mesh, work one 
plain loop, again withdraw the mesh, and finish 
with two plain stitches. The sixth row com- 
mences with three stitches plain, then make one 
loose stitch, and finish with two plain ones. For 
the seventh row, commence as in the last case; 
make a long loop, and finish with two plain 
stitches. The eighth row begins with three 
stitches in plain netting; withdraw the mesh, 


net one stitch plain, make a loose stitch, again’ 





withdraw the mesh, and finish the row with a 
plain stitch. In doing the ninth row net two 
stitches plain, withdraw the mesh, net two more 
plain stitches, make a loose stitch, again with- 
draw the mesh, and finish with a plain stitch. 
The tenth row is begun as the last, but instead of 
the loose stitch, net a plain one, then make the 
loose stitch, and withdraw the mesh. The mesh 
proper for this kind of netting is No. 18, and the 
silk called second-sized purse twist, is the best 
adapted for this kind of work. 
Dorrev Nerrine.—This is easily done. Cast 
g on the number of loops you 
require, and proceed as fol- 
lows. Begin with a long 
loop, in which you next in- 









RD crease two stitches; repeat 
Kyu orerd to the end of the row. None 





of the rows are at all varied; and you must care- 
fully preserve its uniform appearance, as in that 
consists its principal beauty. . 
Smapvep Smx_ Nerrine.—This is beautiful, 
when the shades blend well together, Of course, 
each row must be worked in one shade, and the 
next needful must be matched with the utmost 
care. It is not possible to give minute rules on 
such a subject: but, in this, as in other things, 
practice will insure success. . 
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Face of angel mould, where lay 
Sunshine of the heart in smiles; 
Chasing all of grief away 
With its dark and Stygian wiles. 


Eyes that mocked the stars of night 
With a brightness all divine; 
Shedding love’s celestial light 
O’er this lonely heart of mine. 


Voice as musical as love’s 
When he tells his plaintive tale: 
Like the cooing of the dove’s, 
Like the tuneful nightingale’s. 


Form of sylph-like mould, where grace 
Was embodied every day, 

Where the soul could always trace 
Gentleness and majesty. 


Oh! this maiden won my heart 

With a voiceless eloquence; 
Overcome me with a power 

That subdued my heart from thence. 


Through the Summer hours we strayed 
*Neath the sylvan woods afar; 

Culling love-thoughts in the glade 
From each blushing, wayside flower. 





Listening to the minstrelsy 
Of the tuneful choir around, 
Chaunting from each waving tree 
With a symphony profound. 


Hearing murmurs in the wind— 
Sighs of love in every breeze 

That swept by us, and inclined 
Our hearts to sympathies. 


Thus unwittingly, we gained 
By untaught and simple ways, 
Confidence—and love-thoughts swayed 
Us through all these Summer days. 


Now that Summer days are o’er, 
And its beauties set apart, 
We can find its balmy hours 
In the Summer of the heart. 


For a happiness dwells there— 

Like a fount or clirystal spring 
Bubbling up forevermore— 

Where bright memories sit and sing, 


Telling tales of yesterday, 
Love-o’erburdened and sincere: 

Oh! ’tis Summer in our hearts, 
Through all seasons of the year! 
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Nina Bianp was a child of strong passions. 
She realized everything. Her heart was like a 
harp in perfect tune: if joy touched its chords, 
her whole soul thrilled to the blissful harmony, 
or if the hand of sorrow swept its strings, the 
mournful musi¢ was echoed through her heart’s 
deep chambers. In form she was faultless. Tall 
and slender but not stiff, there was that easy 
motion which is ever seen in nature, as a grace- 
ful heliotrope swayed by a gentle zephyr, or rose- 
leaves stirred by a summer breeze—it was what 
we seldom meet in this world of “forms and 
ceremonies.” The expression of her face varied 


‘with her feelings. When happy, it was like sun- 


light—a smile seemed to illuminate her face. If 
sad, her eyes were dark and dreamy as a lake at 
twilight, or if excited they flashed like lightning. 
Such was Nina Bland! And yet she was not 
called pretty. Neither is the star that sparkles 
on Aurora’s brow, but we look upon it with a 
feeling akin to worship, because it is lofty, and 
pure, and bright as its Creator formed it. So in 
the soul of Nina Bland the light that descended 
with it was not quenched, and the glimmering of 
that genius shone in all she said and did. 
Horace Jones was exactly her opposite. He 
was self-possessed, dignified and firm, and by all 
but Nina charged with being cold-hearted. He 
had a mind that could meet all things unflinch- 
ingly, whether slander, or hatred, or disappoint- 
ment, or misfortune—he could conquer all of them 
with the strength of his deep, strong soul. His 
acquaintance with Nina began when she was just 
bounding through the first arch of teens. He 
was introduced to Mr. Bland by the minister 
of the church he attended, and the good pastor 
begged for him the privilege of occasionally visit- 
ing his extensive library. This was granted un- 
hesitatingly, and the two departed. This same 
library happened to be Nina’s study-room, but 
the young lawyer soon atoned for his intrusion 
by doing hard sums, and, that most difficult of 
all things, beginning compositions. This last 
became his regular task, for Nina declared he 
should do it, to pay for hearing her pet canary 
sing his morning song. Mr. Jones thought it 
was ‘‘dear bought pleasure—the conditions were 
very hard,” but Nina was firm: “Jack,” she 
said, ‘“‘should be sent out of the room unless 
he complied.” These controversies became less 
frequent, until at last she had nothing to do but 


lay her little white hand on the page he was 
reading, and point to a sheet of paper which she 
had placed on the table. By the time she could 
feed her bird, and have some very sensible con- 
versation with him, the work would be done. He 
used oceasionally to throw in a sprinkling of ad- 
vice gratis, and remonstrance, too, if necessary; 
but it was just as her mood happened to be, 
whether it was received very meekly or not. 

It was a beautiful evening in May when the 
two met in that little room for the last time. 
Next morning by early dawn Nina was to leave 
her home to attend boarding-school. There was 
little in that home to make her regret leaving it. 
She was an only child, and had never known a 
mother’s love; its expiring beams faded in her 
first morning; and her father’s heart was not 
full of the “milk of human kindness.” On his 
daughter he lavished all that wealth could be- 
stow, but withheld that sympathy and love which 
to her nature was absolute necessity. She sat 
on a large, richly wrought ottoman—the work of 
her own fingers. Beside her, in a low, study- 
chair, was Horace, silent and sad. She talked 
incessantly of the glorious sunset, the fading 
light, and hailed with delight the first star. Sud- 
denly her departure crossed her mind—the glow 
vanished from her face, and sadness, like the 
shadow of a cloud upon water, settled on every 
feature. He laid his hand upon her head, and 
by a slight pressure placed it with its wealth of 
golden curls upon his breast. She made no re- 
sistance, but looked up into his face till her sad, 
earnest eyes glistened with tears. He drew her 
yet closer to his heart. She smiled faintly, and 
closed her heavy eyelids to keep back the tears 
that dimmed her sight. He kissed her warm 
lips again and again—they had read each others 
souls. Another embrace, and a low ‘‘God bless 
you,” and he hurried from the house. Nina 
was bewildered—her head was full of strange 
thoughts. Long she sat, her hands clasped on 
her knee, and a smile, beautiful as moonlight, 
beaming from her face—or was it not that new- 
born inward light which enveloped her whole 
form? She seemed floating in an atmosphere of 
music; every sense was steeped in ecstasy; and 
the heaving of her bosom was like the gentle 
swell of a summer sea. Who can describe the 
first emotion of love? It rises in the soul, sheds 








2 a beautiful radiance on all the distant hills of. 
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thought, and lifts up sweet vales’of pleasure that ; James Bland, Jr. was sullen and morose, but 
ever before slept in deepest shadow. ll things | though he seldom gave vent to his anger in 
look beautiful, for the héirt knows not yet what) words, it burned none the less fiercely. On 
care itis to love; but agfresh dewy plants spread } their way from school one day the two boys got 
wide their leaves to drink in the light of heaven, into a dispute about some trifle; they differed 
go the soul extends all its powers to be tinged ; just for the sake of being on opposite’ sides of 
with this new joy. the question whatever it’ might be. Samuel 

This love so early awakened mingled with all} first lost his equanimity, and poured on. his 
Nina’s pursuits. The dull music«J}esson, the} companion a torrent of abuse. James bore it 
difficult problem, the long translation, all came} in silence for some time, but at last passion 
under its sway, and her teachers were astonished } gained the mastery, and with a single blow he 
at her progress. No letters passed between her ; laid his antagonist on the ground. The poor 
and Horace in her absence, but during vacations boy ran to his terrified mother with the blood 
they met daily: yet not once did either say ‘‘I; streaming over his face, who, as‘soon as her 
love thee.” And when after her final return, } fright subsided, went over to Mrs. Bland for 
Horace, as if by chance spoke of his attachment, } explanation. Neither parent was willing to lay 
he did it as if it had-been revealed long before; } the whole blame of the affair on her own son, 
and she neither blushed nor was surprised. It} so they parted unsatisfied. The coolness thus 


was a sweet interview, but scarcely more so than 
many others in which the subject was not men- 
tioned; because they always perfectly understood 
each other, and their mutual sympathy and con- 
fidence had never been wavered. Their love for 
each other had increased, it was stronger but 
less passionate than at first. Love at sixteen 
is like a rose-bud in its first carnation blush, 





created increased daily, until all intercourse 
ceased. The feeling spread to every member 
of the two families, and from them to their 
neighbors, so that in a short time the village 
was divided into two classes equally respectable, 
but hostile to each other. Mr. Jones and Mr. 
Bland were merchants, and the effects of it were 
soon seen in their business transactions: com- 


its leaves folded closely around its heart, or like } petition ran high. Mr. Bland had a card posted 
a rivulet dancing in the sunbeams and singing | on his door with ‘coffee nine cents per pound,” 
sweet roundelays with birds and flowers. The} printed in large letters; in less than half an 
rose in full bloom, but of softer hue—the rivulet } hour a larger card with larger letters appeared 
become a river, deep, and wide, and strong, this | on the door opposite, ‘‘coffee eight cents per 
is the love of twenty. pound, superior quality.” The junior partners 

In a small village of western Pennsylvania ; of the establishments alone remained unchanged, 
lived two men, one named Samuel Jones, and} they had always most heartily despised each 
the other James Bland; and these two const | other, and the feeling was not abated by the 
tuted the aristocracy of the place. Their houses } new state of things. This spirit of enmity pre- 
occupied opposite corners of the street, and were } vailed throughout their childhood, at college, 
particularly conspicuous from being the only } and when they entered society. To ‘cap the 
brick houses in the place. They were built pre- } climax” both fell desperately in love with pretty 
cisely alike—had the same number of windows in } Kate Parsons, the village belle. Both were 
front, and the same number of apartments within. } equally assiduous in their attentions, and both 
At the time of their settlement in P—— these equally anxious to win the prize, for the double 
two families were on the most intimate terms. } motive of securing their own happiness and the 
Both made pretensions to a greater degree of} rival’s misery. The question was finally decided 





refinement than surrounded them, and the gro- 
tesque dress and uncouth manners of the simple 


by the young lady herself in favor of Samuel 
Jones. James Bland was furious. He raved and 


villagers afforded Mrs. Bland and Mrs. J ones a} swore, and threatened, but there was no appeal— 


never-failing source of amusement. Every Mon- 
day afternoon they dissected the bonnets and 
shawls that had attended church the day pre- 
vious. Their oldest children were boys, and 





within a few months of the same age. Be- 
tween these two boys the parents, especially 
the mothers, endeavored to cultivate a spirit of 


in three months from that very day Kate, ‘‘the 
jilt, the angel, the flirt, the beauty,” would be 
married to the man whom, above all others, he 
hated. The next stage bore him to ‘parts un- 
known.” His destination was a mystery—he 
had been found drowned in the mill-pond, in the 
river with his face dreadfully bruised, and at the 


friendship, but in vain, and in a short time a} foot of a precipice in the mountains, most hor- 


simple aversion became a settled dislike. 
Samuel, Jones, Jr. was a robust and high- 
spirited boy, though in the main a good-hearted 


ribly mangled’ by the fall; but notwithstanding 
these terrible rumors, on the .night of Kate’s 
wedding one of the guests took from his pocket 


lad, but’ a little disposed to be overbearing. {a Philadelphia paper, and read the following 
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paragraph :—“ Married, on Thursday, the tenth; ‘I cannot tell,” said Nina, so faintly that her 
instant, James Bland, of P——, to Miss Amelia } friend looked steadily in her face. The smile 
Lee, of this city.” The bride smiled, the bride- ; was gone, and it wore af expression of anguish, 
groom looked happy, and all the company deci- } deep and unutterable. Herhead fell back against 
ded that it was much better than being plunged } the wall, and the small, white hand hung loosely 
over head and ears in cold water, or bruising ; over an arm of the sofa. . 
one’s face against sharp rocks. ‘‘What—what ails you? Nina are you ill? 
Time passed away. To some its flight was} cried Mattig - 
like a dream—to many it dragged heavily and} - ‘Yes, dearest,” she replied, and her white lips 
alone. To some it seemed an angel scattering } quivered as she spoke. ‘Go, Mattie, leave mé 
from its rushing wings wreaths and gems—to; alone. The sun shines, does it not?—such as 
others it was a merciless robber stealing away } you should live in sunlight—it is all dark shadows 
their richest jewels, and leaving them to sit } here—go, Mattie.” 
alone beside cold, dark hearth-stones. To James} ‘Tell me, do tell me what has happened.” 


Bland time brought wealth, and magnificence, } 


and luxury, and it laid upon his bosom a fragile 
rose-bud, but the same hand bore away the frail, 
drooping lily that for six years had bloomed by 
his side. Gentle and sweet, and pure was Ame- 
lia Bland, and the gloom that shrouded her hus- 
band’s spirit was dissipated by her influence; 
but when she was taken from him it returned. 
The feelings which she had called forth went 
back to his heart, and sank in its arid waste. } 
The bud was left to heaven’s sunbeams and dew- 
drops, its soft petals expanded one by one—that } 
rose-bud in its blooming pride is Nina Bland. 
To Samuel Jones time brought treasures, not of } 
gold—voices of music, and eyes of light made his 
home a Paradise, and Kate, his wife, sat amidst 
the rosy circle, with as smooth a brow and as 
blooming cheeks as the Kate that stood beside 
her. 

‘‘Nina Bland! Nina Bland!” rang out a clear 
voice from the first platform on the stairs, “¢ where 
do you keep yourself ?—well, really! shut up in 
your chamber such a glorious afternoon as this! 
and in your pink morning dress, as I’m alive! 
I should think it would turn sky blue at being 
caught in the parlor at four o’clock. Why, in 
all the world, were you not at the party last 
night? I was so disappointed. There was a 
young Englishman there—a sprig of nobility, 
they say—proud as Lucifer, and thinking all the 
time how much the company was honored by his 
presence—I do despise Englishmen. I wanted 
to see him smitten, brought down from his lofty 
place, and made to beg for a few smiles and kind 
words from one of the ‘natives,’ and I knew you 
were just the one to doit. But I am quite out 
of breath: now you may talk.” 

‘*Miss Kady could not finish my dress, and you 
have forbidden me wearing white any more,” re- 
plied Nina. ‘Besides, neither I nor my new 
dress could make any impression on the heart of 
an Englishman, if he did not bow at the shrine 
of Matilda Harlow.” 

‘‘There—that is the first compliment I ever 
had—what do folks say on such occasions ?” 








‘¢No, not now—you are too happy.” 

‘‘T am not happy, I am miserable because you 
suffer, and will not tell me why.” 

‘‘Well, come—you are all the sister I have—it 
is only—-only that father has driven Horace away: 
I thought I could be calm while you were here 
perhaps I will be to-morrow, but now my heart— 
oh, it is so heavy and cold!” 

‘*But what does it mean? Your father knows 
that Horace has been visiting you these six 
years?” 

‘‘Horace happened to say something while he 
was here this morning, about going to P—— on 
a visit—I saw father’s face was flushed with 
anger—he inquired his father’s name—he was a 
man whom he had always hated. Then com- 
menced a scene which I cannot describe. The 
last I remember about it is, that Horace put one 
arm around my waist, and said, ‘nothing, not 
even a tyrannical father, shall take her from 
me.’ When I. recovered, I was in my chamber 
alone, and there I have been ever since.” 

‘But do you think, Nina Bland, that I would 
give up my happiness for such a foolish whim?” 

‘“‘T would never elope, not even with Horace; 
Dick brought me a note from him proposing it, 
and I had only strength to write, ‘I cannot do 
that.’ In half an hour there came another, writ- 
ten hurriedly, ‘then I start this afternoon for 
England, but shall love you forever.’” The poor 
girl groaned heavily. 

‘‘Good-bye, Nina,” said her friend, suddenly. 

‘‘Where are you going?—don’t leave me 80 
soon.” 

‘IT am going to see Horace Jones: if he is in 
the city.” 

‘‘No—no, I do not wish to see him,” cried 
Nina, ‘‘you must not. I have given him up, and 
it would but open the wound again.” 

‘‘Then what can I do?” 

“Nothing. Guard your own heart, dearest, 
that it make no idols. Now, Mattie, go with me 
to my chamber a little while; and then leave 
me alone—you have a bright home—you have 
a mother—oh, Matti¢, if I had a mother now.” 
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Five years have passed away since last we met 
Nina Bland. There have been many changes 
since then in empires, in kingdoms, in communi- 
ties, in families, but -many, many more in that 
inner world, the human heart, but these have no 
record, except that which is written with tears 
wept in secret. 

In the affairs of Mr. Bland everything is 
changed. He seemed marked by misfortune. 
His ships returned from long, profitless voyages, 
and, after expensive outfits, again spread their 
sails for distant ports. In less than one year 
all these were lost in a severe gale About the 
same time a large factory, his pride, was burned 
to the ground, the very night, too, that his insu- 
rance expired. He received a note one day from 
a friend and debtor to a large amount, conveying 
the agreeable intelligence that he was completely 
bankrupt. Loss followed loss, accident succeeded 
accident, till his almost princely fortune had 
yanished like melting snow, and the wretched 
old man became what had always been his ab- 
horrence, a poor man. It fell upon him with 
erushing weight. In his days of prosperity he 
had avoided all social intercourse—his face 
brightened no fireside—his voice was music to 
no heart, and in his adversity there was no voice 
of pity, no tear of sympathy, but for his daughter, 
and she needed it not. That one severe ordeal 
had completely subdued her pride and since then 
her soul had kept its trust in God. Their rich 
furniture was sold piece by piece, until all was 
gone, but enough to furnish a small house in the 
suburbs of the city. The morning of their de- 
parture came, a bright, balmy spring morning, 
beautiful even where the soft blue sky was cut 
up in angles and squares by slate roofs and brick 
chimneys. Nina wandered from room to room 
thoughtful and sad, not that she mourned for 
departed splendor, but she could not leave her 
childhood’s home without a sigh. In the parlors 
all was confusion—the chairs were all in one 
corner not yet removed and a sofa was in t’:e 
centre of the room. The curtains were taken 
away, and the shutters thrown wide open, let in 
a glare of sunlight on the uncarpeted floor. In 
passing she ran her fingers lightly over the keys 
of her piano, but it sent a chill to her heart. The 
splendid paintings which had graced the walls, 
were all gone but one, and before it she stood 
wrapped in thought. It was a Sybil. In her hand 
was a pen, and before her the book of Fate, one 
page half written in mysterious characters. In- 
spiration beamed upon her brow, and the lustrous 
black eyes and parted lips gave to the whole face 
an expression of the most intense earnestness. 
“Oh read to me my future—but no, it is better 
sealed,” Nina exelaimed, aloud, at the moment 
two rough-looking men in blue overalls entered 


the room. She next ascended the stairs, but ¢he 
sound of her footsteps startled her. The cham- 
bers were all empty and she passed quickly 
through them—at last she came to the library 
door, a smile lit up her pensive face—not one 
article had been removed. Thé stranger who 
bought the house had also purchased all in that 
room. Nina sat down by the table, and drew 
toward her the large Bible, as she read from its 
sacred pages, melancholy faded from her face 
and left it serene, almost cheerful. A sweet, 
melodious trill called her to the window. 

“Poor Jack has had no breakfast—Jack must 
sing in our new house louder than he ever did 
before.” The bird chirped, gave snatches of 
song, hopped about his cage and ate the seeds 
his mistress gave him. As she turned to go out 
her eye fell upon an ottoman and chair. ‘Oh! 
I should like to have that;” her eyes filled with 
tears, she was thinking of other days. As she 
descended, a turn in the stairs brought her face 
to face with her father—he was the picture of 
despair. ‘‘Why father, dear father! I was never 
more happy in my life,” she said, throwing her 
arms around his neck. A deep groan was her 
only answer. From that moment Nina devoted 
}to him her life, a ‘new feeling sprung up in her 
soul—love for him she had always feared. 

‘‘Come, child, get your bonnet, it is time we 
were going,” said the old man, with effort. Ina 
moment Nina was ready. She tripped lightly 
through the hall and down the marble steps, 
greeting with a bright smile a fashionable ac- 
quaintance who happened to be passing, but it 
was returned with a bow so light that it scarce 
disturbed her snowy plumes. Nina would have 
greeted her washer-woman with the same smile, 
for there was gushing up in her heart a sparkling 
well-spring, and all things were beautiful seen 
through its pearly spray. 

They turned many corners and crossed many 
streets. Mr. Bland’s step grew slower, it was a 
weary walk to him. At last they came to a little 
gate which led to a small house, but it was 
painted white, and a sweet, pretty multiflora 
shaded the windows. He shrank from the dark 
iron knocker—he had never before crossed so 
lowly a threshold. The low, narrow passage was 
no less forbidding. ‘Has it come to this,” it 
was all he could say. Nina opened the next door 
and passed on to the centre of the room, while 
her father stood spell-bound at its entrance. <A’ 
beautiful, if not a rich carpet was on the floor, 
neat, handsome chairs arranged around the room. 
In the midst of the splendidly bound books which 
lay on the centre-table, stood a tall vase filled 
with flowers whose odor filled the room. One 
window was open, and its snowy curtain looped up 





with a blue ribbon. Green leaves were dancing 
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gleefully against the frame, and one dainty 
little bud just raised its blushing cheek above 
the sill, peeping in so slyly at its new neighbors. 
Close by the window was the old arm-chair and 
a pair of slippers. Mr. Bland was overcome, his 
chin quivered, but the words died on his lips, he 
could only open his arms to receive his child, and 
clasp her to his bosom. Ia that short moment 
both parent and child thanked God for reducing 
them to poverty. Wealth! theyhad never known 
it till now. ; 

' ‘Now, father, sit down in your chair, for it is a 
long walk we have had, and you must be weary. 
See what a beautiful view we have from this 
window—it is charming.” 

“I don’t see anything—I’ll not try to see any- 
thing, till I know what it all means. What witch 
has been here? Some of these mornings we 
shall find ourselves in the moon.” 

*‘Not the least danger of that.” 

‘¢Well how did it all happen? I sold every 
carpet. I did not even feel able to keep my chair, 
and am very sure I sold it yesterday.” 

“‘T’ll tell you all about it, father, and you will 
see that it is no great mystery after all. You 
used to allow me fifty dollars a month, and, be as 
extravagant as I could, it was more than I could 
spend. The sum accumulated to four hundred 
dollars—it is all your own, dear father. Since 
last Monday Mattie and I have spent our fore- 
noons here, and I see by those flowers and this 
open window that she has been here to-day. But 
here comes Dick,” and she ran to relieve him of 
his burthen, which was nothing but the cage of 
her darling Jack. Thé old negro had woven 
sprigs of myrtle in the wires of his cage, and the 
captive bird sung as blithely as if he had been 
in his native bowers. 

Nina soon became a pattern of a. housekeeper, 
and though humble, hers was indeed a ‘sweet 
home.” Gradually the shadow faded from her 
father’s brow, and his daughter was blessed with 
affection she-had never known amidst all the 
splendor of her early years. 

‘*Well, here we are at last—isn’t it a perfect 


Ne 


bird’s nest—and hush—listen—do you hear the 
bird? I don’t think you are very polite to push 
me aside in that way—for that you shall walk 
behind me, and wait patiently till I open and shut 
all the doors, and then take a seat in the parlor, 
as a gentleman ought to do, while I summon the 
lady of the house. Please be seated, sir.” This 
was spoken between the little gate in front of the 
house, and a chair in the darkest corner of the 
parlor. Surely that merry voice can be no other 
than Mattie Harlow’s. 

‘Folks that live so far out of the way don’t 
deserve to have visitors. Guess I’1l rest here till 
that song is ended—’t would be a pity to inter. 
rupt it—sit still, ’ll go then.” Mattie softly 
opened the door and said to her friend. ‘There 
is a gentleman in the parlor who wishes to speak 
with you for a moment—he is a foreigner—splen- 
did!” she added, in a whisper. ‘I thought you 
hated foreigners—wonder how it happens that 
you are escorting one around.” 

“Oh, well, he is not an Englishman; and I 
have not spoken a word of French for a year— 
tell him I am engaged.” 

‘Engaged! to whom, to. whom, for heaven’s 
sake,” and Horace Jones rushed into the room.” 

‘Well, if this isn’t pretty work. It is timefor 
me to leave,” cried Mattie. Well enough to re- 
treat Mattie, when your eyes are full of tears. 

“Thank God that I live to see this day,” said 
a voice, choked with emotion. ‘Yes, thank God 
that I can make my angel child happy as she de- 
serves to be. She is your own, Horace Jones, 
you alone are worthy of her, but remember she 
is the treasure of her old father’s heart.” 

And they were married, Horace Jones and 
Nina Bland, and live—where think ye?—in a 
splendid house in street, in which is a little 
library, and a magnificient painting of a Sybil in 
the front parlor. A friend whom he had com- 
missioned purchased it during his absence. Mr. 
Bland is now in his evening time, but itis brighter 
and happier than ever was the morning or meri- 
dian of his life. 
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BY W. L. SHOEMAKER. 





IMPERIAL maiden of my heart’s devotion! 
Being most fair that e’er hath blessed my vision! 
Thou seem’st a paragon from fields Elysian, 

Of perfect feature: tides of strong emotion 

Sweep over my soul, like billows o’er the ocean, 
Whene’er I think of thee: love, the magician, 
Anvisibly attends thee on thy mission; 


And I have drunk of his enchanted potion. 
Yea, I have quaffed, e’en to intoxication, 
Of love’s rare nectar: like a dream hath ended 
All passion but for thee; and that shall never 
Fail in the incense of its adoration; 
For thou art so.with all sweet fancies blended, 
That, as I love thee now, so’will I ever. 
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BY THE AUTHOR OF “THE VALLEY FARM,” 





I. 

“Come hither, my child,” said a feeble voice. 

A young female, in the bloom of early woman- 
hood, emerged from the shadow of the curtains 
and stood at the bedside. 

She was one whom, once seen, was not soon 
forgotten. The face of Anne Malcolm was in- 
expressibly beautiful, but with the loveliness of 
@ pure soul, not of mere physical contour. The 
dove-like eyes and the winning smile declared 
her to be one peculiarly formed for confidence 
and affection; but the broad brow and the de- 
cided mouth bore testimony that, with all this, 
there was nothing of weakness in her character. 
She was one to love only the noble and worthy; 
but, having chosen, to be inflexible. 

“What is it, mother?” she said. 

Her voice was low and sweet, but firm, just 
such a voice as might have been expected from 
her countenance. 

The invalid lifted her eyes faintly, and a pang, 
as of mental anguish, passed across her face: 
then she spoke. 

“T am dying, Anne,” she said. 
it?” 

The daughter’s mouth quivered, and a big tear 
gathered in her eye; but she made a violent 
effort, and conquered these outward manifesta- 
tions of grief. Seeing that her parent waited a 
reply, she bent her head slowly in acquiescence, 
accompanying the gesture, however, with a look 
of the divinest love. 

* “You will grant me one favor,” said the dying 
woman, ‘will you not, Anne?” 

The daughter still answered not in words, but 
her large eyes, distended in surprise, were fixed 
on the mother’s face in rebuke and inquiry. 

It is a serious thing I am about to ask of you,” 
continued the invalid, ‘‘a great, a very. great 
sacrifice!” She paused a moment, and, with her 
gaze intensely fixed on Anne, added, brokenly, 
“your brothers and sisters—when I am gone 
they will have none te take care of them—oh! 
my child, can I ask you to be to them a mother, 
to care for their bodily health, to train them to 
righteousness? Your father, immersed in busi; 
ness, cannot do this aright: he is a man, too, and 
knows not the mysteries of a child’s soul as a 
woman does. Say you will do this and I will die 
in peace.” : 


**You know 





in bed, and grasping Anne’s hand, gazed earnestly 
up into her face. 

Over that face had passed many changes even 
during the brief interval while Mrs. Malcolm 
spoke. At first a look of unutterable agony had 
been there; then a heroic resolution succeeded; 
next, her glance, for one moment, had been raised 
to heaven as if she prayed inwardly; and now, 
as the mother ceased, a holy light beamed forth 
from those dove-like eyes, penetrating to the 
very depths of the dying woman’s soul, as dew 
falls upon and refreshes the parched earth. 

“<T promise,” she said, in a firm, but sad voice, 
retaining the pressure of her mother’s hand. 
‘With God for my help, I promise to be to them 
a second mother!” 

The invalid’s eyes gushed with tears, and she 
raised her look to heaven. 

‘¢Father of mercies, I thank thee,” she said. 
“In this child, which I have labored to bring up 
to please thee, thou hast bestowed on me a trea- 
sure. Forgive me if I have asked of her too 
great a sacrifice! Oh! may the consciousness of 
this noble act of self-denial—this yielding of 
love to duty—sustain her when she comes to an 
hour like this, and bear her up through the 
waters of the dark river.” 

Big tears were now silently rolling down the 
cheeks of the daughter. It had not been with- 
out a severe pang that she had given the promise 
her mother had exacted of her. Plighted with 
the full consent of both her parents, to one whom 
she loved with all the devotion of a first affection, 
Anne beheld, in thus undertaking to be a mother 
to her brothers and sisters, the inevitable frus- 
tration of all her hopes: and she saw that her 
parent considered it in the same light also. There 
had been, therefore, a momentary struggle be- 
tween duty and love; but only a momentary one. 
Anne, with the exception of an older married 
sister, was the eldest of the family, and she knew 
that, if she refused, the dear old household must 
be broken up. It was not merely this, however, 
that she dreaded, it was the consequences that 
would flow from it. Deprived of a proper home 
education, who could tell the evil courses that 
her brothers and sisters might imbibe! A mo- 
ment she had hesitated; but then came the 
resolution to make the sacrifice. Oh! woman, 
thou constant martyr to duty, what secret sacri- 





The invalid, in her eagerness, had half sion! 


fices of thy dearest hopes the day of judgment 
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will reveal. Patriots dying on the scaffold, are 
made immortal for the momentary pang they 
endure; but woman, whose heart the world 
breaks on its wheel forever, suffers and lingers 
on, yet none call her blessed. But the angel for- 
gets her not—thank God for that! 


It. 


Mrs. Matcomim, having finished her broken 
prayer, turned again to her daughter. Anne 
had hastily wiped the. tears from her eyes, re- 
solute, in her heroism, to conceal the full extent 
of her sacrifice. 

“Call the family,” said the dying woman, 
faintly, for her late emotion had terribly ex- 
hausted her. ‘The light grows dim—I am 
going.” ; 

Anne rushed to the mantel-piece and violently 
pulled the bell: then she hastened to the win- 
dow, which she threw up. Retiring to the bed- 
side, she found her mother gasping for breath, in 
a paroxysm of her disease, which was consump- 
tion. Supporting the invalid in her arms, so as 
to elevate the head, Anne tenderly fanned her; 
and, while thus doing, the family came into the 
room. 

There were seven of them, beside the father, 
seven children, all younger than Anne; and even 
in that hour, she could not help shuddering at 
the responsibility she had assumed. And yet 
she did not, even for an instant, regret it. 

When the dying woman became easier, she 
turned, with a sweet smile—oh! how like the 
smile of Anne—to her husband and said, 

‘‘James—the hour has come—you see I am 
dying. This dear child,” and she glanced up at 
Anne, ‘‘has promised to fill my place to our 
motherless babes, and you will, I know, assist 
her, as far as you can, in her holy task. I am 
weak now, and cannot speak much. Come, one 
by one, and kiss me. Oh! do not weep. God 
bless you all.” 

When the sad, tearful procession, to each one 
of which she addressed some word of comfort or 
admonition, had filed by, she turned to Anne and 
said, 

«‘And now, my love, one last request! Let all 
remain in the room, while you read me the fif- 
teenth chapter of Corinthians. I would hear its 
cheering words once more before I die.” 

The daughter tenderly surrendered her mother’s 
head to the husband and father, went to the 
little table where lay the family Bible, and began 
in a firm, sweet voice, to read. As she pro- 
ceeded, frequent sobs broke from the rest, even 
from Mr. Malcolm, but with the self-control of 
her high character, she continued composed to 
the last. The glorious promises of inspiration 
seemed gradually, moreover to kindle her soul 





? 





wewrrnen 


into enthusiasm, until her eye kindled, her cheek 
glowed, and her tones became triumphant even 
at that bed of death. 

‘So also is the resurrection of the dead,” she 
read. ‘‘It is sown in corruption; it is raised in 
incorruption; it is sown in dishonor; it is raised 
in glory; it is sown in weakness; it is raised in 
power; it is sown a natural body; it is raiseda 
spiritual body. There 7s a natural body and there 
is a spiritual body.” 

The countenance of the dying mother, as these 
words fell from the daughter’s lips, became rapt 
like that of a saint: especially when the reader 
reached the passage, , 

‘Behold, I show you a mystery. We shall not 
all sleep, but we shall all be changed. In a mo- 
ment, in the twinkling of an eye, at the last 
trump: for the trumpet shall sound, and the dead 
shall be raised incorruptible, and we shall be 
changed. For this corruptible must put on in- 
corruption, and this mortal put on immortality.” 

The eyes of the dying woman were fixed 
above, her hands were clasped, her lips moved 
in prayer; and her countenance, as if from some 
inward light, oh! with what a glory it seemed 
radiating. 

Anne read on. 

‘¢So when this corruptible shall put on incor- 
ruption, and this mortal shall have put on im- 
mortality, then shall be brought to pass the 
saying that is written. Death is swallowed up 
in victory. Oh! death, where is thy sting? Oh! 
grave where is thy victory.” 

I wish you could have heard the triumphant, 
the almost exulting tone in which the daughter 
read these words, her countenance the while 
beaming with the lofty inspiration of her theme. 

She paused an instant before she proceeded. 
But now a voice from the bed took up the, holy 
text. It was a voice so clear, so full, so loud 
that it s¢emed impossible to be that of the dying 
saint; and all turned, with astonishment, not 
unmixed with awe, toward the couch. 

And yet it was the voice of the mother. Half 
sitting up in bed, as if in the full possession 
of her strength again, she looked now radiantly 
lovely: the glow on her cheek, the light in her 
eyes, the rapture of her face were indescribably 
beautiful! 

‘Oh! death where is thy sting? oh! grave 
where is thy victory,” she repeated, triumphantly; 
and then with a fervor of gratitude that no words 
can paint, she added, ‘‘thanks be to God who 
giveth us the. victory through our Lord Jesus 
Christ.” 

It was the voice of a saint winging for heaven. 

The burst of rapture had scarcely left her lips, 
before she fell back as if fainting, and, ere she 
reached the pillow, she was dead. 
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Yes! even at. the moment that the husband, 
feeling the dull weight of a corpse in his arms, 
reverently laid the body down, the disembodied 
spirit, we may well believe, was already before 
the great white throne. 

So, when our hour arrives, may we all die! 


Itt. 


Anp now the time had come when Anne Mal- 





her path. She reached the turnpike, and leaving 
the house on the left, ascended the long hill which 
here bounded the village of ——. When, at last, 
she reached the top of,the acclivity, a landscape, 
many miles in extent, dotted with farms—in sum+ 
mer bright with golden grain, but now covered 
with russet brown—stretched before her eyes; 
while the breeze, fresh from the north-west, in 
the direction of the valley, swept cold and power- 


. longer be deferred. 


colm was to fulfil the promise she had made at} ful across her cheek. Far away in the distance 
her mother’s death-bed. The arrangements of } was the old farm-house, where my own childhood 
the funeral, the endeavor to assuage her father’s } had been spent: and, close at hand, the venerable 
terrible grief, and other imperative duties had } ; church-yard where my ancestors had been laid. 
prevented her, hitherto, from writing’ to her } Here also, under the walls of the grey old build- 
lover; but the time had come when this could no } ing, the mother of Anne slept; and to this spot 
she directed her steps. 

She sat down accordingly to her little table and; A walk of a mile and more brought her finally 
essayed to write. But when she thought of all} to the grave-yard. It stood, close by an ancient 
she was about to give up, she could not go on: } wood, a little off from the high road, fenced in 
tears rained on the paper; and, at last, com-} with dilapidated palings. A dozen hoary syca- 
pletely unnerved, she rose, threw on a shawl, and } mores, now entirely leafless, and whose white 
went out to seek, by a walk in the open air, } branches, like skeleton bones, rattled in the wind, 
strength and resolution. stood sentinel over the crowded tombs below; for 

For she was making no ordinary sacrifice, in } the cemetery had been in use during a century 
surrendering the hand of her plighted husband. } and a half, and numerous generations of a popu- 
Frederick Vernon was already, at twenty-five, } lous district were laid there. Many of the graves 
fast rising into eminence as a physician, in the } had long since sunk in; over others the green 
great city to which he had removed on receiving } stones tottered tc a fall; and, in several places, the 
his diploma, with the heroic resolution to aim at} huge brick tombs, with the marble slab covered 








once at success where success was most difficult, 
and, therefore, most honorable. 


was a little girl but seven years old, and he a lad 


From earliest } 
childhood Anne had known Frederick. When she 


with armorial bearings, such as our forefathers 
in their pride erected, were tumbling to ruins. 
In one corner of the yard stood the church, an 
antiquated structure, built in a style long since 





climbing the rocks to pull the flowers of the cle-} land. Through the shutterless windows a view 
matis, and-wading into the lake to gather the; could be had of the cold, inhospitable interior, 
whitest of the water lilies ‘for her. When he} with the tall pews and the brick floor; but the 
came home from college at twenty-one, Anne was } half dilapidated old place was dear to Anne, as 
just fourteen; and the acquaintance, neglected } to me, because there, in our earliest childhood, 
since childhood, was now renewed. Two years } we had first learned to worship a Creator. 

later, during a visit of the young physician to his} The scene suited the melancholy of Anne’s pre- 
parents, this acquaintance changed into an inti- sent feelings. Other considerations, however, 
macy; and that, finally, into a mutual love. The } had called her here. She wished to pray by the 
affection, therefore, that existed between Anne} grave of her mother, and there gather strength 
and Frederick was no sudden and illusory passion, } to consummate her sacrifice. For never, for a 
the growth of a morbid imagination; but a pro- | single instant, did she think of re-calling her 
found sentiment, based on the fullest knowledge } promise, but only of preparing herself to execute 
of each others character, and strengthened by an her task. 

entire conviction that their sympathies were; When, at last, she rose from her knees, it was 
such as to render a union happy and wise. The} with renewed courage, and even with something 
marriage had been arranged to take place when } like peace of mind. The long walk, through the 


of fourteen, he had been her constant attendant, out of date, and with bricks imported from Eng- 
> 
; 





Anne was eighteen, but the declining health of } 


her mother had caused it to be put off. And néw 
an impenetrable barrier had been forever raised 
against its consummation! Yet such is life. 

It was a breezy, autumn day when Anne left 
the ‘house, and as she passed down the gravel- 
walk to the gate, the dead leaves, from the trees 
in the little lawn, were whirled in myriads around 


bracing air, had invigorated her physical frame, 
} as she had expected, and this assisted to calm 
her spirit, and strengthen her nerves. For Anne 
well knew that the body was subject to the laws 
of nature; and hence instead of weakly giving up 
to depression, she rallied her powers constantly 
against it, employing all the means she could 
command to maintain her health and spirits, so 
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that she’ might the better be able to go through 
with the duties of life: Brave, wise girl! 

It seemed to her, as she turned for a last look 
at the old church-yard, that even the hoary syca- 
mores waved with a cheerful sound, so great was 
the change in her own heart. The sun, too, 
shone brighter, in her eyes, than when she had 
set out. And so, when she returned to her little 
parlor, it was with a firm hand that she wrote to 
Frederick his dismissal. 


Iv. 


Sue told him, at once, that they could never 
marry, frankly assigning the cause, both because 
it was due to him, and because it would cut off 
all hope. The youngest of her sisters was but 
three years old, and, until this child had grown 
to woman’s estate, Anne considered herself, she 
said, bound by her promise. She wrote kindly; 
in every line indeed her affection was perceptible; 


know me well, enough to be certain that I mean 
‘3e,” : 

He looked at her at first incredulously, then 
with pain, and‘finally almost in anger. She met 
his eye, through all these changes of mood, ‘with- 
out flinching, with the same half beseeching, half 
reproachful, but ever deeply sorrowful gaze. 

‘You cannot be so cruel,” at last he said, 
‘Duty! Do youowe no duty teme? Oh! Anne, 
Anne, you are doing a great wrong, under the 
name and belief of a duty. If you persist in 
thus casting me off, you will be the cause of my 
ruin.” 

He reallly felt all that he said. He was more 
impulsive than Anne, and, in the horror of losing 
her forever, he believed, at the moment, that life 
would be valueless to him. 

The tears came into Anne’s eyes. In spite of 
his injustice, she loved him too well not to feel 
hurt; and she replied, making an effort, however, 


but. she wrote also with a calmness that showed ; to control herself, 


how firm she was. One or two tears, toward the 
close, dropped on the letter; and her signature 
was a little flurried; but that was all. 


V. 
Two days after, Frederick appeared at Mr. 


**No, Frederick,” she said, ‘‘it is not cruel, 
nor am I deceived. Do not think I have not 
maturely considered the subject, or imagine that 
my decision has been without pain to me. But, 
though I owe a duty to you, I owe a greater one 
to these motherless children, whose destiny, both 


Malcolm’s. He had come down immediately on ; for this life and the next, perhaps, depends on 


receiving her letter, not waiting even to visit his 
patients, but sending a hurried note to a brother 
physician to take his place. 

He entered the house without announcing him- 


my accepting the trust delegated to me. I am 
a poor, weak girl, I know; but this burden has 
been laid upon me; and I trust that my heavenly 
Father will give me the wisdom and strength 


self, for he feared that Anne might deny herself } necessary to discharge the task. It is cruel in 


to him, and he was determined to see her, in 
order to try the effect of a personal interview. 
He knew her well enough to be convinced that 
no mere letter could move her. He trusted, how- 
ever, to surprise her out of herself, by his pas- 
sionate appeals, by his representations that she 
owed a duty to him as well as to her family. He 
had yet to learn how inflexible she was, in the 
path of right, even against the pleadings of her 
own heart. 

Anne had dreaded this conduct on the part of 
her lover. She was aware of his energetic mode 
of action; she knew also his eloquence, at least 
over hér; and she had resolved, as Frederick 
feared, to refuse to see him. 

But when she beheld him before her, and read 
his purpose in his countenance, she determined 
no longer to fly the danger, but bravely to meet it. 

Frederick was the first to speak. He held her 
letter open in his hand, and he was terribly agi- 
tated. 

“Can you mean this, Anne?” he began, as he 
took her proffered hand. 

A faint, sad smile came over Anne’s face, as 
she replied, 





‘‘Sit down, dear Frederick, and be calm. You 


you, Frederick, indeed, indeed it is,” she said, 
with streaming eyes, ‘‘to endeavor to persuade 
me selfishly to abandon my duty, and neglect 
this motherless family.” 

Frederick was inexpressibly touched. His 
generous heart felt already that he had been 
wrong, and he loved Anne the better for her 
noble sacrifice. He had been walking, in agita- 
tion, up and down the room, while she spoke: 
he now stopped opposite to her, and exclaimed, 

‘‘You are an angel, Anne! Forgive my selfish 
petulance. But,” he added, after tenderly re- 


’ garding her for a moment of silence, ‘‘do not 


insist on breaking off our engagement! I will 
wait for you, though it may be years.” 

Anne’s resolution was almost shaken by this 
proposal. But she reflected that, before her 
trust would be over, she would have long passed 
the season of youth; and her generous heart 
cotild not consent to keep Frederick waiting for 
her. The sacrifice must be complete, not a half- 
way one. So she answered, 

‘*No, Frederick, I cannot consent to take ad- 
vantage of your noble heart. I cannot agree to 
keep you waiting, till long after the prime of 
life, subject to the many circumstances which 
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duty lie clear before us.” 


_neither her language nor her manner entirely 
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may arise entirely to forbid our union. Better 
meet the inevitable fate at once. Our paths of 


Frederick made'no immediate reply. He was 
again traversing the parlor with rapid and ex- 
cited steps. Men, even the best of them, are 
more selfish than women; and he could not fully 
comprehend this martyr-like heroism of Anne. 
He began to believe, what he had at first sus- 
pected, that the charge of her mother’s children 
was not the only reason why Anne desired to 
break the engagement. He answered under the 
influence of these feelings, stopping angrily be- 
fore her. a 

«You do not love me, Anne, or you would not 
speak thus. Oh! if your affection was like mine, 
you would be content to wait for a life-time.” 

The color mounted to Anne’s cheeks. Pure, 
and noble, and self-sacrificing as she was, Anne 
had yet the feelings of a woman, and a high- 
spirited one too. Injustice, though it pained 
her when coming from those she loved, did not 
the less render her indignant. Once before, 
during this interview, Frederick had been un- 
just to her; and she had then conquered herself 
sufficiently to expostulate with him. But she 
could do so no longer. She rose proudly, there- 
fore, as if to terminate the interview. 

“I did not expect to meet reproach, at least 
from you,” she said. ‘But since it has come to 
this, the sooner we part the. better.” 

Frederick had not looked for this. He was 
stunned at the consequences of his words, but 





removed his suspicions: he, therefore, made no 


retraction, offered no apology, but stood regard- 
ing her, half coldly, half angrily. 

Reader, we are not weaving a mere romance, 
but telling a story of the hard realities of life. 
Our characters are not, therefore, perfect. They 
are such as actually once lived, and sinned, and 
suffered: and we must describe them as we knew 
them. 

So they stood regarding each other, for the 
space of a minute, he with a gloomy brow, she 
with haughty indignation. Then each, seeing 
that there was no relenting in the other, turned 
away. 

The next moment Anne was alone. 

She flung herself now on the sofa in an agony 
of tears. All her pride had deserted her. 

“Oh!” she cried, ‘‘this is more than I can 
bear. To part in anger!—could I think it would 
come to this? Father in heaven,” she cried, 
lifting her eyes above, ‘‘let me have strength to 
drink this cup, for it is bitter, bitter indeed.” 

Suddenly she thought she heard a step in the 
hall. She started up, with a fluttering heart, 
thinking Frederick might be returning. But the 
step passed on, and she recognized it now as that 
of her father. 

She turned involuntarily, after this, toward 
the window. The form of her lover, at that in- 
stant, emerged from the gate on the highway; 
and, without a single look backward, he passed 
down the road. 

‘« And thus we part forever!” cried Anne, sob- 
bing afresh. 

It is a terrible thing, sometimes, to walk in 
the way of duty. (TO BE CONTINUED.) 
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Weer for the dead—ay, weep! 
There’s is a dreamless sleep, 

A sleep that knows no waking; 
They will not rise, 
When o’er the skies 

The sunny morn is breaking ! 


Mourn for the dead—ay, mourn! 
They’ve reached that viewless bourne 
Whence there is no returning; 
Tho’ all day long 
We miss their song, 
And our hearts for them are yearning! 


Sigh for the dead—ay, sigh! 
For those we cherished lie 
Within the grave, all lonely; 


Death gathers now, 
On each fair brow 
And lip, where smiles dwelt only! 


Sing of the dead—ay, sing! 
And let their memory cling 
As a spell around us ever; 
We loved them well— 
Then let them dwell 
In our heart of hearts forever! 


Joy for the dead—ay, joy! 
For bliss hath no alloy 
_In the spirit’s realm of light; 
They know no fear! 
They shed no tear! 
And their day ends not in night! 








' Lady Washington has been copied from the original 


EDITORS’ TABLE. 


CHIT-CHAT WITH READERS. 


Tue Next Srx Montus.—With the present num- 
ber we begin a new volume, which exhibits, we think, 
a decided improvement. The mezzotint, “Early at 
the Glass,” we venture to assert in advance, will be 
the prettiest for the month, in any magazine. The 
fashion-plate is also very beautiful. The portrait of 


picture by Wollaston, and retains faithfully all the 
expression and features of that estimable lady. The 
number of our pages equals those of the three dollar 
magazines, when they do not give an extra sheet; 
while the contents are from contributors long known 
to, and universally admired by our subscribers and 
the public. We have omitted our usual wood-cuts, 
giving the steel-plate of Lady Washington in their 
place. Hereafter, indeed, when we publish engrav- 
ings on wood, we shall print them in a new and im- 
proved style, besides having them executed in the 
best manner of the first artists. In a word, having 
already increased the quantity of our matter and 
embellishments, we shall, in future, devote ourselves 
to improving the merit of both, where possible. We 
believe, in fact, that we can promise, for the next 
year, a better magazine than we have ever yet pub- 
lished. We only ask that each one of our friends will 
procure us one additional subscriber. 





Tue SaturDAY GAzETTE.—If any one of our friends 
wishes a good weekly newspaper, we would recom- 
mend “The Saturday Gazette” to them. The su- 
periority of that journal consists in this, that while 
it possesses all the usual qualities of a family paper, 
it has in addition an admirable department for ladies, 
and another for children, both edited by that talented 
authoress, Mrs. Joseph C. Neal, who also assists in 
the general management of the paper. During the 
present summer, the Gazette publishes two original 
novels of rare merit:—“The Bride of the Border,” 
by C. W. Webber, and “Cecilia Calvert,” by Mrs. 
Southworth. In a word, we think our friends, if they 
but test it once by trial, will find “The Gazette” better 
suited to their tastes than any family journal in the 
United States. The subscription price is two dollars 
per annum. Persons desirous of taking a magaine 
and newspaper can be supplied with both “The 
Gazette” and the “National” for three dollars, by 
remitting to us, at No. 98 Chesnut street. This is 
a better bargain, by far, than giving the same sum 
for a three dollar magazine. 





Mrs. STEPHENS IN Evrope.—We have letters from 


even more gratified than she had expected. Indeed, 
we know no American woman who could have gone 
to England, with such a prospect of enjoyment, 
Every ancient castle and every romantic spot will 
peculiarly interest her; while her high literary re- 
putation will render her society courted by the most 
intelligent circles abroad. She has promised us a 
letter for publication in our August number. 


Tne G@oSstes or Rivertowy.—This is the title of 
a book, in two volumes, lately published by one of 
our contributors, Mrs. Joseph C. Neal; and which 
the Literary World, a high authority, pronounces a 
story of rare merit, exhibiting a keen perception of 
character and great skill in depicting it. In this 
eulogium’ we cordially coincide. The public also 
seems to be of a similar opinion, having already 
called for a second edition of the work. 
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REVIEW OF NEW BOOKS. 

Poems. By Richard Ooe, Jr. 1 vol. Philada: A. 
Hart, late Carey & Hart.—With the writings of this 
young American author the readers of our magazine 
are comparatively familiar, as he has, for some time, 
been a contributor to our pages. But the few pieces 
he has written for the “National” give scarcely an 
idea of his capacities. It.is only when all his best 
poems are collected together, as in the volume before 
us, that a correct estimate can be formed of his merit. 
The reader will be astonished at the high degree of 
excellence which many of the poems in this book 
display, especially those devoted to the home affec- 
tions. This is warm praise, we know, but if we had 
space, so as to quote one or two of the pieces we 
allude to, there would be no question, in the mind of 
any competent critic, as to the justice of our remark. 
There is, indeed, an unaffected simplicity, an earnest- 
ness, a depth of affection in many of these composi- 
tions, such as goes at once to the heart. In a few 
of Mr. Coe’s poems there is an apparent labor, which 
detracts from the grace and ease of the verse; and, 
strange to say, these pieces are generally given pre- 
cedence of others far more natural, and, therefore, 
better. Mr. Coe is not an author by profession, but 
a merchant, who in his leisure hours, pursues literary 
avocations. If more of our business men would 
thus refresh their minds and improve their hearts, a 
better and higher tone would be infused into society. 
The writer before us has shown that a man may be 
a poet without ceasing to be a merchant. The book 
is issued in a style of great elegance. The type and 





Mrs. Stephens, announcing her arrival in Southamp- 
ton, England, after a voyage of seventeen days. She 
had gone to London, after a hasty visit to Winches- 
ter, that. venerable capital of the Anglo-Saxon kings; | 
and was in excellent health. She expresses herself 


paper are not surpassed by those of the costliest 
London annuals; while the binding is at once beau- 
tiful and durable. We cordially commend the volume. 
If any of our readers wishes to make a choice, yet 
mot too costly gift, this book of poems is exactly 
suited for the purpose. 
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Pictorial Field Book of the Revolution. By Benson 
J. Lossing. New York: Harper & Brothers.—The 
plan of this work is excellent, nor is the execution a 
whit inferior. The book is an attempt to illustrate 
the “times that tried men’s souls,” by means of 
engravings of the principal battle-fields, localities, 
and other matters of historical interest. Mr. Los- 
sing visited all the important scenes of the Revolu- 
tion in person, and executed on the spot the drawings 
from which the engravings have been made. There 
will be six hundred illustrations in the work, which 
is to be published in twenty numbers, at twenty-five 
cents a piece. The engravings are the finest we have 
seen, except those in Harper's Bible, gether, 
what between the admirable text and oi more 
admirable illustrations, the “Field Book o! Revo- 
lution” presents claims which should place it in every 
American’s library. 


Pendennis. “By W. M. Thackery. No. V. New 
York: Harper & Brothers.—The merit of this fine 
national novel, decidedly the best the age has yet 
produced, continues without abatement. Indeed 
“Pendennis” is quite equal to the best of Dickens’ 
works, though of course in a different way; and 
exhibits far less exaggeration. Captain Costigan, 
with his stories of “me daughter;” Major Penden- 
nis, with his idolatry to rank and fashion; and 
Blanche Amoy, with her sentimentalism and vanity, 
are all admirable characters. One does not see, per- 
haps, the best side of life in Thackery’s books; but 
one sees life as it is, instead of its merely romantic 
aspect. There is certainly more, truth, if not more 
wisdom in a novel of this description than in one of 
& more imaginative school. 


Poems for the Sea. By Lydia H. Sigourney. 1 vol. 
Hartford: H. 8. Parsons & Co.—At this late day it 
is needless to eulogize Mrs. Sigourney. Her reputa- 
tion has already become, as it were, historical. All 
persons of taste unite to place her name at the 
head of the female poets of America, a position which 
her precedence in authorship and her uniform devo- 
tion to the cause of truth, not less than the merit of 
her writings, have given her. The present beautiful 
little volume is a collection of poems relative to the 
great deep. As Mrs. 8. has been a voyager herself, 
she knows what sentiments are best suited for those 
who “go down to the sea in ships.” The book is a 
12 mo. of one hundred and fifty-two pages, neatly 
bound in buff boards. A 


Three Strong Men. By Alexander Dumas, 1 vol. 
New York: Dewitt & Davenport.—Dumas is, without 
doubt, the least exceptionable, as well as the most 
talented of the French novelists. He cannot, indeed, 
be accused of immorality, though against the charge 
of exaggeration he would find it more difficult, per- 
haps, to defend himself. The present fiction is said 
to be one of his latest, and has been translated with 
‘spirit by Fayette Robinson. 

Gibbon’s History of Rome. Vols.1 and 2. New 


York: Harper & Brothers.—Here is a neat edition of 
“Milman’s Gibbon,” even cheaper than the Boston 


‘ 


Whisper to a Bride. By Lydia H. Sigourney. 1 
vol. Hartford: H. 8. Parsons & Co.—No one but 
Mrs. Sigourney herself could have written this little 
book, so delicate in style, so useful in matter. 
Every female, who is about to become a bride, cannot 
but find her heart benefitted by the study of this 
volume, and a careful remembrance of, its advice. 
The sex owe much to: Mrs. S. for all she has done 
for them. Under her guidance woman never can go 
wrong, even in appearance. The book is a 12 mo. 
of fifty pages. 

Pride and Irresolution. 1 vol. New York: Har- 
per & Brothers.—The author of these two stories is a 
worthy compeer of Mrs. Marsh, whom she resembles 
in many important respects. Most of our readers 
will remember her “Discipline of Life,” published 
by the Harpers’ two years ago. The fine tale of 
“Tsabel Denison,” in that volume, was almost equal 
to the celebrated story of “Ellen Wareham;” but 
“Trresolution,” in the present volume, is better even 
than that. The author is understood to be Lady 
Emily Ponsonby. 

Miss Pickering’s Novels. First Series. Philada: 
T. B. Peterson.—We have here five of Miss Picker- 
ing’s novels—The Orphan Niece, Kate Walsingham, 
The Poor Cousin, The Quiet Husband, and Who Shall 
be Heir, composing the first series, which the pub- 
lisher offers for one dollar. If any person wishes a 
few good novels, to read during the summer months, 
the present offer will give them more for their money 
than they can obtain anywhere else. 

The Illustrated ‘Shakapeare. Nos. 16 and17. Bos- 
ton: Phillips, Sampson & Co. Philada: T. B. Peter- 
son.—The sixteenth number contains “Macbeth,” 
and is embellished with a spirited picture of Lady 
Macbeth. Every person of taste is subscribing for 
this beautiful edition of the “immortal bard.” 

Milman’s Gibbons’ Rome. Vols. 3 and 4. Boston: 
Phillips, Sampson & Co, Philada: T. B. Peterson.— 
This elegant and cheap edition of Gibbon, we under- 
stand, meets with unrivalled success; and, indeed, it 
well deserves popularity. Books like this really bring 
literature down “to the millions.” 
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FASHIONS FOR JULY. 


Fig. .—A Dinner Dress oF GRENADINE.—The 
ground white, with a small pink figure over it. Skirt 
trimmed with five flounces, scalloped and figured to 
match the dress. The corsage low, with short sleeves. 
Visite of spotted muslin, with pagoda sleeves, and 
trimmed with two frills of rich lace. The skirt of 
the visite is gathered in a few plaits a little back of 
the elbow, and is trimmed with bows of rich pink 
ribbon. 

Fig. 1.—A Waxing Dress oF SALMON COLORED 
Barece, the skirt of which trimmed en tablier, or in 
the apron style; corsage low, with short sleeves, to 
which are attached sleeves of figured lace. A hand- 
somely wrought pelerine cape. Bonnet of straw, 
trimmed with a knot, and long ends on the top. 





one: viz. forty cents a volume, bound in cloth. 


Mantelet of black silk. 
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We would call the attention of our readers to the 
great beauty of our fashion plate for the present 
month. The dresses are admirably adapted to a 
watering-place, the first as a dinner-dress, and the 
second as a carriage costume, or a promenade dress. 
The simplicity whieh hitherto seemed to be the 
peculiar attribute of the fashions for this season, 
has given place to an extreme elegance, that re- 
minds one strongly of the middle ages. We have 
never seen ladies wear so many ornaments. Bon- 
nets, dresses, and mantles are trimmed all over with 
puffings of net, flowers, and lace. 

Sirxs of light texture, in the styles which the 
French manufacturers designate-chine, will be rather 
generally employed fr walking-dresses as the warm 
season advances. Among the most admired of the 
new patterns are those upon a white ground, the 
colors including almost every hue. In some the 
ground is completely covered by rich arabesque pat- 
terns. These chines, on account of the Oriental 
designs, have obtained the name of Persian silks. 
Italian and Chinese silks, and damask and glace 
bareges are also much worn. 

A great change has taken place in the width of 
the skirts, which, from being very large, are now 
worn almost narrow. Bali dresses a tablier (viz. 
with an apron trimming) are much in vogue, covered 
with puffings of net; the three flounces of lace form- 
ing the trimming at the bottom of the dress have all 
a puffing of net at the top of them, the whole being 
fastened to the apron with a rosette of ribbon. 

Nearly all the sleeves of visting dresses are Chi- 
nese, or “pagoda” fashion. The bodies are open in 
front, and laced down to the waist. Low dresses 
are made falling on the shoulders, and straight across 
the chest; others are quite square, and others again 
are made in the shape of a heart before and behind. 
Dresses are made with several flounces, narrower 
than last year, and more numerous. The flounces 
on barege dresses are made straight. Some of the 
new French bareges, just imported, have flounces 
woven with borders consisting either of satin stripes 
or flowers. The patterns on many of these dresses 
are in imitation of guipure lace. We have seen one 
having a ground of black guipure, over which were 
scattered small bouquets of roses and campanulas. 
This dress was made with three flounces, each edged 
with a blue and white satin stripe. 

We may add that silk dresses, trimmed with pinked 
flounces in a very peculiar style, have lately been very 
generally worn at evening parties. These flounces 
are not merely pinked at the edges in the ordinary 
manner, but are pierced in small eyelet holes forming 
various designs. These eyelet holes extend over 
three-fourths of each flounce when broad, but when 
narrow the pinking or piercing in many instances 
covers the whole flounce. Fourteen or fifteen of 
these narrow flounces may be placed on the skirt of 
a dress, producing an effect at once light and rich. 
Skirts trimmed with puffs, put on at the distance of 
an eighth of a yard apart, are also much in favor. 
In some cases these puffs are graduated, but they are 
generally of one width. This style of trimming is 
newer than the flounces, but not so graceful. 
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Worstep Lace is the height of ‘the fashion for 
mantles, which are trimmed with quillings of this 
article, plaited in the old style. Among the new 
French summer shawls just imported, several are 
composed of black silk with embroidered borders, 
the pattern like those on the cashmere shawls, con. 
sisting of palm leaves. The border is from twelve 
to fourteen inches deep, and is worked in bright 
tints, yellow predominating; thus the embroidery 
has somewhat the effect of gold. These shawls are 
also edged round with wide fringe. 

Some of the Bovquerts just introduced for trim. 
ming bonnets are not less remarkable for beauty than 
for novgltys\Among the prettiest of those suited to 
ee ce French chip are almond, chesnut, and 
aprico ssom. Bouquets of acacia, honeysuckle, 
nightshade, daisies, and roses of every hue, larkspur, 
and maiden’s hair (a kind of fern) are employed to 
ornament bonnets of pink and blue+crape. White 
poult-de-soie is trimmed with bouquets of the lily 
of the valley. White drawn silk bonnets are much 
worn, but are covered with fullings of net. Black and 
white lace bonnets are much trimmed with branches 
of rich colored fruit. The fancy straw bonnets are 
of various patterns. If transparent, they are lined 
with either white or colored silk or crape. Many of 
those with colored linings are trimmed with checked 
ribbon of hues corresponding with the color of the 
lining. Among the prettiest of these novelties we 
may mention one lined with white silk, and trimmed 
with a bouquet of white lilac; and another of lilac 
silk and trimmed with two bouquets of violets. We 
may also describe & drawn bonnet of pink silk, each 
running ornamented with a ruche of narrow pink 
ribbon, edged with a small black satin stripe. On 
one side a bouquet of roses. 

The newest Parasots, even those intended for 
ordinary use, are remarkable for elegance. Those 
of pale colors, as, for instance, fawn or pink, have 
white borders. Some white parasols intended for the 
open carriage are edged with borders of embroidered 
ribbon, and are frequently lined with blue or pink, 
The ordinary promenade parasol is generally of Maza- 
rine blue or of dark green watered silk, lined with 
white. 

WREATHS are worn very full, composed of flowers 
and fruits of every kind: they are placed on the fore- 
head, and the bunches at the end of them are long, 
and fall on the neck. Bouquets in the shape of 
bunches are put high up on the body of the dress. 
Such is the mania for mixing fruits of every kind, 
that some even wear small apples, which are, how- 
ever, infinitely less graceful than bunches’ of cur- 
rants, grapes, and tendrils of the vine. So decided 
is the love of massive ornaments, that roses and pop- 
pies of enormous dimensions are preferred. Wreaths 
of delicate flowers, lightly fastened together, falling 
upon the shoulders, are, however, always the prettiest 
for young persons of middle or slight stature, who 
cannot well carry off these heavy garlands of fruits. 

Nearly all Garrers are made with heels half an 
inch in height, and many with the lasting to cover 
the foot completely, instead of the patent leather tip, 
lately so much in vogue. 
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